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THE 


PREFACE. 


tion, and very largely _— to the Peace 
ams and Go- 


of both Sexes; ſo it ought not to be jeſted 
ch a Manner, as to be render'd liable to the 


Sarcaſms, as may fright the Innocent from venturing to. 
engage therein, and conſequently from obeying that firſt 
and great Command, viz. Increaſe and Multiply. 
SOME Libertines, to ſhew their Wit ta the reſt of their 
Companions, will cry, viz. Matrimony's like Muſtard ;. 
for he that praiſes either, ought to do it with Tears 
in his Eyes. | 

OTHERS, forth will tell us, that joining a Couple 
in Wedlock, is like putting them under @ great Bell; where- 
in there is no ſtirring, without abundance of Nviſe. 

SOME, of leſs Manners, from their Obſervation of the 
| _Zars and Differences that ariſe too often between imprudent 
Perſons, will ſcoffing'y affirm, that a Man and his Wife are 
like a Couple of Cats ty d together by their Tails, and flun: 
croſs 4 S:3n-Poſt, who, as long as they live, will be al- 
ways ferreting and tormenting of each other. 

OTHER merry Blades will tell us, marrying is bus 
putting two Lovers into a Ring, to fight for the Britches ; 
and He or She who has the Fortune to win the Prize, will 
be ſure, without Mercy, to make a Slave of the Victim. 

A 2 Wks 5 


The PREFACE. 


THE Father of the Engliſh Prets has long fince 
#6/ig'd the World with this Compariſon, viz. 

Marriage is like a Revel Rout, 
Thoſe that are out, would fain get in, 
And thoſe that are in, would fain get out. 


ANOTHER celebrated Poet tell; us, in one of his 


merry Madrigals, that a marry'd Man is like a Dog with 


a Barrel faſt ry'd to his Tail; with many. other very 


eorrſe Simi les, too immodoſt to recite, | 

MANY other ſuch like Paſſages, and Satyrical Scofts, 
might be collected out of ſeveral celebrated Authors, an- 
rient and modern. | 

T HE following Dialogues have not the leaſt Tendency to 
the Diſhonorr of a marr d State; for which, I cannot but 
acknowledge I have as great a Reverence as a Man; 
and have often wonder d with what Confidence a Perſon 
living, except a profligate By-blow, can give himſelf the 


Liberty of exclaiming againſt it; when he cannot but know 


that if his Parents Embraces had wanted the Nuptial San- 


Hon, he muſt have been born a Baſtard. 


MATRIMONY was certainly ordain*d for the De- 


ght and Comfort of both Sexes . But if any ſhall enter in- 
to it, without a Chriſtian Reſolution of maintaining theſe 
three principal Vertues, Viz. Patience, Chaſtity, and 
Temperance, if they propoſe much Felicity after Honey- 
Moons over, will be ſurely diſappointed; for none can enjoy 
it truly, but thoſe who are worthy of ſo honourable a State. 
TO conclude, my Deſign has been both to inform and 
inſru ct, that, by a careful Pernſa!, thoſe who are unhappy 
in a marry d State, may ſee where the Fault lies, and 
bluſh at their own Follies : And if they are willing to re- 
form themſelves from thoſe Indiſcretions, which make their 
Lives uncomfortable, I have aiſo given them ſuch Exam- 
ples, as will, I hope, encourage em to that Vertue and 
Patience, which may add to their future Happineſs, 
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Di4aLoGUE the Firſt, 


bv a_pert Lady and ber Spouſe, cancern- 


ing Sxperiori ity in Wedlock, 


Wife. 

Ometimes you tell me Tam pert and proud, 
- And that I talk perverſly, and too loud; 
ontend when *tis my Duty to ſubmit, 

Ind ridicule your Follies with my Wit, 


Nusband. 


(2) 
Husband. 
is true, Roſinaa, you at publick Feaſts 
Uſe my Infirmities as common Jeſts ; 
Expoſe thoſe Failings ſhould be kept unknown, - 
And make my Faults the Subjects of your own, 


Wives with their Huſbands, ſurely may be free 3 


A bluſhing Bride may take that Liberty, 

And paſs a harmleſs Jeſt, before ſhe knows 
What tis to bear a Darling to her Spouſe. 

*Tis true, a Virgin ſhould in Silence fir ; . 
For *tis a Crime in Maids to ſhew their Wit : 
But Marriage, tho' a Woman's ne'er ſo young, 
Always gives Licenſe to a Female Tongue, 
We covet Wedlock with the ſame Intent 

As you contend to ſerve in Parliament. 

Not thro' the Hopes of being made more rich, 
But to enjoy the Priviledge of Speech. 
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Like Patriots, Wives ſhould dare to ſpeak their Mind he Monarch 


What Fool would wed to have her Tongue confin'd ?- 


. Husband. 

A Woman's Wit her Self-Conceit exalts, 
And ſerves her chiefly to defend her Faults ; 
Gives her, on all Accounts, a fair Pretence 
To Contraction, Argument, and Senſe. 
Curs'd Talents in that head-ſtrong Thing, a Wife, 
The baneful Seeds of matrimonial Stife. 
For how ſhould Man his ſov'reign Pow'r maitain, 
If thoſe who ſhould obey, diſpute his Reign. 


Wife 


To wave his! 
\n humble 8. 
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Wife 


(3) 

| | Wife. | 

Wives, by Experience, know their Huſbands wou'd 
de Monarchs, nay, he Tyrants, if they cou'd 
But Women that are wiſe, their Frowns withſtand, 
nd ſcorn to truckle to each proud Command, 
dome Fools indeed, by patient Mothers taught, 

\re to a flav iſh Senſe of Duty brought. 
zuch Novices, when marry'd, may adore 
mperious Man, and tremble at his Pow'r: 
\s if the Lordly Churl had Right to claim 
\ Subje&t's Homage of his tender Dame 3 

hen all the Rule that he pretends to have 
Dver weak Woman, whom he deems his Slave, 

s but uſurp'd by-Conqueſt, and by Fraud, 
Der our kind Sex, by cruel Uſage aw'd ; 
Vho ſtill at Night defeat your Foree of Arms, 
und make you buckle to our pow'rful Charms. 

Therefore, at moſt, you govern but by Day, 
\t Night we make our mighty Lords obey ; 

The Monarch then by Woman is betray*d 

Po wave his Scepter, and is ghdly made | 

\n humble Slave to Beauty's Throne, the Bed. 
Husband. 

Huſbands, like Princes, tho they bear Command, 
corn to chaſtiſe with too ſevere a Hand: 
Yet, if a King does too indulgent prove, 

nd makes his Subjects happy in his Love, 
Ph? ingrateful People will be apt, like you, 
To deem his Royal Clemencies their Due ; 


And 


(4) 
And that his Acts of Bounty are no more 
Than fawning Signs of his defective Pow'r. 
So that his Favours leſſen their Eſteem, 
And make his proud rebellious Subjects dream, 
That he derives his Diadem from them, 
So, fair Roſinda, when you Ladies find 
Your Huſbands gen' rous, lenitive, and kind, 
You then deſpiſe the Domination given 
To Man ſuperior by the Laws of Heaven; 
Turn Rebels, our Supremacy deride, 
And think us ſervile to your Luſt and pride. 
Thus Over-kindneſs makes you run aſtray, 
The more we love, the more yon diſobey. 
So head- ſtrong Subjects, who no Duty know, 
If once indulg'd, the greater Rebels grow. 
But Man has'no Dominion o'er his Bride, 
More than what's founded on his churliſh Pride. 
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The Wife's his Partner, and has Right to ſhare 
His greateſt Fortunes, or his meaneſt Fare. 
Equal in Pow'r the Woman ought to be; 
Both are by Marriage plac'd in one Degree: 
Both the ſame Fleſh, when made each other's Mate, 
And both united in the ſelf-ſameState. 

Man has no Title to the upper Hand; 

Either may. aſk, but neither ſhould command: 

Nor can a Wife, by Diſobedience, . prove 

A Rebel, tho' ſhe falſifies her Love. 

For ſince our Huſbands have no Right to ſwayy | 

It is no Crime in Wives to diſobey. 
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(5). 


Husband. 

What Hopes has he of a contented Life, a 
That hears ſuch precious Doctrine from a Wife? 
Tis hard, ſince Woman does her Wit abuſe, 

She ſhould be curs'd with more than ſhe can uſe, 
Sure the vile Ser pent's Poiſon {till takes Place, 
And from old Eve, deſcends to all her Race; 

For the ame Subtilty that firſt prevail'd, 

Is to this Day upon her Sex entail'd. 

But, Madam, you miſtake ; Man has Pisa 
10 rule, and *tis yayr Duty to ſubmit. 

Adam was made ſuperior to his Bride; 

Lord Oer his Eve, and all the World beſide. 
Woman's Deſire ſhall to her Husband be, 

And he ſhall bear Dominion over thee, 

Was the firſt wiſe Decree that Heaven made, 
After the happy Pair had diſobey'd. 

herefore you're doom'd into a ſubject State, 

y the Almighty Oracle of Fate; 

hich ev'ry Woman in the ſacred Vow 

f Wedlock, muſt acknowledge and allow, 

re the fair Bride can lawfully be wed, 

r take the Pleaſures of the Nuptial Bed. 

id not your Self, in ſolemn Manner ſay, 

ad promiſe to love, honour, and obey ? 

herefore no mortal Pow'r can ſet you free 
"rom that Obedience due to Heav*n and me. 

„ Thus God's Decrees, and human Laws accord, 
Wy o make you ſubject, and my Self your Lord. 
** 1 5 Wife. 


(6) 
Wife. 
If Man has ſuch a lawful Right to nile, 
- Suppoſe the Wife is wiſe, her Spouſe a Fool; 


"Whoſe Shoulders then muſt bear the gauling Wei vie 


Of thoſe Affairs that teaze a marry'd State? 
or who the matrimonial Crown ſüſtain? 
The prudent Woman, or imprudent Man ? 
| Hus band. | 5 
If the fair Dame proves wiſer of the two, 


*Bleſs'd with more Gifts than are a Woman's Due; 


And that her Husband ſtoops beneſth the Fare 
Of being careleſs and effeminate; 

She then may take the Freedom to adviſe 
Within her Sphere, but not to tyrannize-; 
For if ſhe turns her Counſel to Command, 
Sh' unjuſtly then uſirps the upper Hand; 
Gives Cauſe ſufficient for inteſtine Jars, 

And raiſes, by her Pride, domeſtick Wars. 
For tho a Woman may abound in Wit, 
Yet Man is ne'er ſo foolifh to fubmit; 
But in a marry'd State, will fl defend 


That Pow'r, for Which our Wives ſo oft conrend. 


What if a Wife has Senſe enoughͤi to ſteer 
Without a Guide, ſhe muſt not domiueer, 
ut let her Spouſe the Reputation ſhare, 
That's due to ev'ry well-contriv'd Affair. 
As Stateſmen, Who adviſe at Council-Board, 
Still give the Honour to their ſov'reign Lord; 
Who, if imprudent, yet they neter exclaim, 
Bat hide his Faults, and magnify his Fame. 
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(7) 

So may a Woman, if her Mate's leſs wiſe, 
Direct behind the Curtain, and adviſe ; 
But ſtill the Honour, tho the Man's a Fool, 
9 be aſorib'd to him, wh as Right to rule: 
| Wife, 
| If Woman does the Weight of Bug nefs bear, 
Tis hard the Huſband ſhould the Honour wear! 
Or if the Wife ſuperior Wit can boaſt, 
| | It feems. unjuſt ſhe ſhould. not rule the Roaſt 
But ſtill, perhaps, be-heRor'd like a Slave 
By à dull Chxcomb, or imperious Knave. 
| Husband. 
' Slav'iry's a modern, canting Term, in Vogue 


Who, hating to ſubmit, would bear a Sway 
O'er thoſe juſt Pow'rs they ſhould by Law obey. 
Th' Apprentice bound for ſeven Years to ſerve, 
That the dull Fool may neither hang or ſtarve ; 
The Woman ty'd in-Marriage-Bonds for Liss, 
To be a faithful and obedient Wife; 

The Subject fetter'd to his Prince's Cauſe 

By ſacred Oaths, Religion, and the Laws ; 

All hate the Yoke, deſiring to be free, 

And ſtile their lawful Duty, Slavery; 
orgetting ſtill the Safety and the Good 

They ' njoy by what they think a Servſtude. 


| 


Therefore, what moſt call Slav'ry's but a State 


hich Libertines and Rebels only hate, 
hro' a wild Rage ariſing from no more, 
han ſtubborn Ign'rance, or the Luſt of Pow'r, 


: 7.2 


With ſtubborn Wives, and each rebellious Rue, 


That 


(8) 
That their ftiff Necks, to gratify their Pride, 
May o'er their wiſer Governors preſide 
And ſo reverſe both God and Nature's Rules, 
That the mad World, in Spite of Laws and dens) 
May bow their Heads to Women and to Fools. 


Moral REFTLEXIONS on the foregoin 
Dialogue. 


＋ HE Shrew, who has not Senſe to know 
Obedience is her Duty, 


Makes but a curſed Wife, altho 
SI abounds in Wealth and Beauty, 


For ber ſair Features, and her Bags, 
That made her Spouſe aſſume ber, 


Will be oer-ballanc'd with the Plagnes | 


Of her contentions Humour. 


Thereſare, whoever is unbleſt 
With a rebellious Woman, 

Shou'd have Job's Patience, or at leaſt, | 
The Courage of a Roman. 


Fur he her Taunts muſt bear, when wed, 
Like poor ſubmiſſive Creature, 

Or elſe ſubdue the Head. ſtrong Fade, 
1 know not which is better. ; | 
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One Way, a Fool will make him ſeem, 
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DiaLoGUE the Second, 


Between a T, ermagant Court-Lady, and her 
Spouſe, about ſettling in the Country. 


| Wife. 

Ince you, my Dear, a Conntry Life admire, 
& You, if you pleaſe, may to your Seat retire ; 
In Fogs and Dews ſurvey your fertile Grounds, 
And ſtrain your Hunters, to purſue your Hounds, 
But be aſſur'd, that I abhor to dwell | 
A penſive Pris' ner in a Rural Cell; 

Where, by the Break of Day, your bleating Sheep 
And lowing Oxen, muſt diſturb my Sleep : 

Where croaking Ravens ſtretch their boding Throats, 
To fright ſick Gammers with their hideous Notes; 
And with their Jargons of unwelcome Noiſe, 

Call early Milk-maids, and their Clowns, to riſe. 
Go thither you; but I reſolve to ſtay 

In Town, where all Things look ſo ſpruce and gay, 


And freſh Delights ſpring up with ev'ry new-born 
Day, 


Husband. N 
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| Husband. 
1 Tho'I am kind, and ſtudy your Delight, 
Love you all Day, and hug you cloſe at Night, 
find you will be ſtubborn Chloe ſtill, 
Whoſe chiefeſt Pleaſure is to thwart my Will. 
Why, Madam, do you thus torment my Life, 
And ſtaive to prove the Devil of a Wife ? 
What have I done to make you ſo perverſe? 
3ad you were always, but you now grow worſe * 
s if the Serpent, that debauch'd Mankind, 5 
ad ſooth'd thy Luſt, and left his Sting behind. 

Wife. 

You take me, ſure, to be a monſt rons Brute! 
hat, do you think me Satar's Proſtitute ? 
hank you, my Huſband, you're extreamly civil; 
fear, my Love, . you're jealous of the Devil. 


Ts Husband. 
1 My Dear, conſid' ring what a Shrew you're grown 
. ve almoſt Cauſe to think you two are one; 
And that both Satan and your ſelf, agree 
eep o gratify your Pride in plaguing me. 
batever Meaſures for my Eaſe I take, 
roats, on contradict, and labour ſtill to break; 
tes; nd prove, in Spite of all that Man can do, 
he worſe tormenting Devil of the two. 
riſe, Wife. : 
What Crimes have I committed, to incur 
ach Uſage, and ſo vile a Character? 
SAY) 
ere e er your Secrets by my Tongue betray'd ? 


Dr have I once defil'd your Marriage-Bed ? 


-born | 
Iusband. B 4 Havs 


(IF ) 


Havel at Baſſet, Omber, or Picquet, 
Laviſh'd your Gold, and leſſen'd your Eſtate ? 
Do I go mobb'd to Play-houſe, or to Park, ! 
To ſteal ſome luſheous Moments with my Spark? 
Or plague you Monthly with a Mercer's Bill 
From Covent-Garden, or from Ludgate-Hill ? 
Do I drink Ratafee, like Lady Punk, 
And cry, the Vapours, when I'm maudlin drunk 
Or waſte your Treaſure in Phyſicians Fees, 
To humour each new fanciful Diſeaſe ? 
Were I indeed like ſome that you admire, 
1 alſe, wanton, proud, profuſe in m y Attire, 
You then might uſe me thns ; but I defy 
Your ſervile Spies to prove I've trod awry. 
Husband. 
You ſay you're honeſt, I believe ſo too; 
But Faith, my Dear, you're a confounded Shrew. 
What ſignifies your Vertue, when your Tongue 
Is with a thouſand Plagues and Torments hung ?, 
So full of taunting Clamour and Abuſe, 
None ſure would bear it, but ſo tame a Gooſe, 
That's numb'd with Patience by continual Uſe, 
Wife. 


Bleſs me, Sir Humphrey, you had need complain 


Of Womens Tongues, for being looſe and vain, 

When thoſe provoking Freedoms that you take, 
Would urge a Stone, if poſhble, to ſpeak, 

How can you think, that I ſhould patient be, 
And hear you thus affront my Quality ? 
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(13) 
Have you not call'd me Shrew ? O piercing Sting! 
And can a Lady be ſo vile a Thing? 
Foh ! you provoking Man, the very Name 
Ferinears in y Blood, and puts me in a Flame, 
Hi I che D-u2ater of an Hoſteſs been, 
Nnr.' up with Ale in ſome White-Chapel Inn; 
Or had Ihen ſome home-ſpun Country Blowze, 
Bred up to ierve the Hogs, and fodder Cows, 
Such Words might then have ſuited my Degree; 
But Shrew, I'd have you think's no Name for me! 
Such Terms are only fit for courſer Mold ; 


Ladies may talk, but Ladies cannot ſcold, 


Husband. 

If. bitter Words, provokingly expreſt, 
With all the Malice of an angry Breaſt 
If Paſſion, Fury, and a clam'rous Tongue, 
With noiſy, {piteful Contradictions hung; 


If a curs'd Temper, haughty and perverſe, 


Subtle as a Serpent, as a Tyger fierce ; 

Unruly as the Jade that ſcorns the Bit, 

Not back'd in Time, too fiery to ſubmit 

Who, if he's ſpurr'd, will ran away too faſt, 

Or ſtand ſtock ſtill, when he ſhould make moſt Haſte ; 
If Diſregard of Heav'n, and Nature's Laws, 

And loud Complaints without a real Cauſe ; 

If ſtubborn Pride, Repugnancy of Will, 

And treach'rous Tears, like thoſe of Crocadile; 

If thwarting Prattle, everlaſting Teaze, 


And Reſolutions ne'er to be at Eaſe ; 
| . : B 5 Tublick 


"> I 
Publick Contention, and untimely Jars, 
Qoiſy Cat-Favours, and nocturnal Wars: 
If theſe good Qualities make women Saints, 
Inſtead of reſtleſs Shrews and Termagants; 
Then, Madam, Fll agree with you, and own 
Drabs may be Scolds, but Lad ies can be none. 
Wife. 

I know yore mad, that I refuſe-to go 
Where duſky Woods abound, and Rivers flow; 
Where Birds in Groves their dofeful Ditties ſing, 
And Fairies dance by Moon-ſhine in a Ring 
Where melancholy Owls, who ſhun the Light, 
Hoot to their moon-ey'd Mares, their Love by Night ; 
Where Rural Swains their noiſy Revels make, 
And o'er their Foans, their Leathern Britches ſhake ; 
Where Sun-burnt Slaves, on Holy-days repair, 
With their tann'd Trulls, to ev'ry Wake and Pair, 
Dance round their May-poles, till their clamſy Feet 
Poiſon their Noſtrils with their ſtinking Swear ; 
Till ſick of their dull Sports, the Gluttons fly 
To th' Ale-houſe Orchard, hungry, hot, and dry; 
There with Mirreh Heer, courſe Apple-pye, and Cheeſe, 
Cram their wide Gullets, and their Palates pleaſe ; 
Till drunk and mad, then, to conclude their Feaſt, 
With ſturdy Blows decide who danc'd the beſt. 

Are theſe Delights for Chloe's Youth defign'd ? 
Thanks to your Love; PII ſwear you're wond'rous kind. 
You know, my Dear, ſuch Paſti mes muſt agree | 
Moſt nicely with my Birth and Quality ! 

; 2 Can 
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(15) 
Can you believe, that I, who long have known 

The various Pleaſures of this charming Tawn, 

The Grandeur of a Court, where all Things ſnine, 

As if the Place was Heav'n, and Man divine, 

Can quit ſuch Bleſlings, for a ruſtick Life, 

| Adapted to a Plough-man and his Wife? 


Dr poor deſpairing Souls, who chuſe to dwell 


In Solitude, to wait their Paſſing-Bell ? 
No, no; I thank my Stars, I'm in my Wits 3 
1 Troubl'd with no ſuch melancholy Fits. 
I'm not grown lunatick with cloudy Dreams 
Of flow'ry Meads, dark Groves, and purling Streams, 
I'm not in Love; I want no Roſy Bow'r 
| To meditate on Shadows by the Hour, 
Nor am 1 bred to Pickles or Preſerves, 

Or to make Balſams for your feeble Nerves. 
I cannot teach your Maids to bake or brew, . 

Or diſtil Cordials for your Grooms and you. 

I am no Doctreſs, that pretends to cure 

The Coughs and Ptiſicks of your neighb'ring Poor; 
Or have I Skill or Charity to ſpread 

A Plaiſter for a bruis'd or broken Head; 

Or can I boaſt fo much Humility, 

To ſalve the cut Thumbs of your Family; 

And upon all Occaſions undertake 

The nauſeous Drudg'ry of a rural Quack. e 
{ Therefore, if you expect that I ſhould prove 
So great a Slave, to manifeſt my Love, 
| You're much deceiv'd ; I'd ſooner chuſe the Life 
Of a Tgwn-Miſs, than ſuch a Country Wife. 

N B 6 — Hugbands 


(1) 


Husband. 

Nobly reſolv'd, moſt condeſcending Spouſe. 
Who'd think the Lady ſhould out-do the Blowze ? 
And that a Wife of your illuſtrious Birth, 
Poſſeſs d of ſo much Vertue, Wit, and Worth, 
Should rather chuſe to proſtiture your Charms, 
Than quit the Town, where Vice profuſely ſwarms? 
Break thro the Fences of your Marriage-Truſt, 
And become ſervile to another's Luſt, _ 

Before you'd wave your Humour to fulfil 
The juſt Engagements of your Huſband's Will? 

If Lady Wives have Right to diſobey 
Their wedded Lords, who ought to bear the Sway: 
If Ladies have a Privilege to rule, 

To rave, contend, teaze, bicker, and controul, 
As if their Forcune, B:auty, and their Blood, 
Made them, if bad, appear divinely good : 
Would I had firſt preferr'd ſome Rural Maid, 
From Cowl and Hog-tub, to my Nuptial-Bed, 
Or choſen ſome poor, harmleſs, tatter'd Wench, 
From Herl-ftall, or from off ſome Alley-Bench, 
Ere I had cured my Sheets with ſuch a She, 
That boaſts ſo much of Birth and Quality, 

Yet can out- c Id a Trull, a Wapping Quean, 
But do't, forſooth, with a more graceful] Mein; 
T-aze and torment at an imperious Rate, 

But {till take Care to domineer 1n State. 

Since theſe your Ladiſhip's Perfections are, 
Which I am doom'd by Wedlock thus to bear; 
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(17) 
s Gilders cover Braſs and Droſs with Gold, 
d Gard' ners over Dung ſift fineſt Mold; 
you may boaſt a Lady's outward Skin, 
it, by my Soul, you're Drab and Dev'l within. 


Webs dss des bebe e bstdns sede e s td 


oral REFPLEXIONS on the foregoing 
Dialogue, 


HE buxom Lady, bred in Town, 
Where Crowds of Beaux admire her, 

d chaſe her Beauty up and down, 

Lo ſhew how they deſire her, 


0 bewitch'd to London Streets, 
here Villains ſhine in Splendor ; 
4 ey'ry wealthy Fool ſhe meets, 
Maintains his Miſs in Grandeur. 
t She diſdains a Country. Life, 
nd all its vertnous Pleaſures, 
ſe in Town each Lady Wiſe 
lay take her own looſe Meaſures, 


Husbands reve!, whore, and drink ; 
ives keep their Beaux and Niſies : 
all grow wicked, ſo they wink 

t one another's Vices. 


That 


Cr) 
That He who does to London come, 
To wed a Town-bred Woman, 


Had better range the Woods at Home, 


" With Joler, and with Bowman. 


For Sodom Daughters can't conform 
To Pleaſures that are Rural! ; 


But like to live where Blockbeads ſwarm, 


- And loving Siſters whore all. 
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 DiaLoGUE the Third, 


tween a fond Gentleman, and bis coaxing 
Lach. 


His band. 
HAT Look, my Dear, was very kind, I vow: 
What charming Smiles are ſeated on your Brow? 
ow fond and gay you of a ſudden prove, 
l over Beauty, Pleaſantry, and Love? 
id you but know how this engaging Air 
comes a Woman ſo divinely fair, 
Ire you would never, in your Dumps, diſguiſe, 
ith ſullen Pouts, the Luſtre of thoſe Eyes; 
it let your Spouſe be always happy in 
he native Sweetneſs of your lovely Mein, 
| Wife. 
Women at all Times can't alike be free, 
He beſt will now and then ill-humour'd be, 
hope Pm courteous and obliging now; 
always pleaſe you, if T knew but how. 
d I not hug you in my Arms laſt Night, 


d ſummon all my Charms to your Delight? 
D 


(20) 
Did I not vow I'd be for ever true? 
Call you my Dear, as a good Wife ſhould do ? 
Be you reſpectful, you ſhall ever find 
That TIl be humble, diligent, and kind: 
But if you're flighting, peeviſn, and perverſe, 


In ſhort, *twill make me prove as bad, or worſe. 


Husband. 
T know, Belinda, that your Frowns are oft 
The politick Effects of female Craft. 
You can ſeem angry, tho' your Mind's ſedate, 
And hide your Love with a diſſembl'd Hate 
Be peeviſh, lighting, petulent, and ſow'r, 
On Purpoſe to exert your Beauty's Pow'r ; 


That when your Frowns are vaniſl'd from your Brows 
Your Smiles may prove more welcome to your Spouſe, 


So miſty Vapours ſrom the Earth ariſe, 
And for a Time hide Phæbus from our Eyes; 
But when diſpers'd, the God the brighter ſeems, 
And we with greater Toy behold his Beams. 
Wife. 

Frowns are Advantages to female Smiles ; 
A Woman's Poutings, are her Beauty's Foils, 
A Teaze in Seaſon, but ferments the Blood, 
Revives the Spirits, does a Huſband Good. 
Lovers ſhould jar, ſick Fancy to reſtore, 
And hug the cloſer when the Quarrel's oer. 
Were't not for claſhing, Loye would ſoon decay, 


And Time, with leſs Delight, would ſlide away. 


For Marriage-Feuds, that 1n the Day ariſe, 
Are recompens'd at Night with double Joys; 
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(21) 
uch that are hid from that inſipid Life, 
Pynere dull Indiff rence reigns twixt Man and Wife: 
or Love, like Muſick, cannot perfect be, 
Teſt Diſcord's rightly mix'd with Harmony. 
ſe. | Husband. 
Tis true, ſome Jars in Wedlock, that ariſe, 
het but our Appetit es to nuptial Joys; 
et there are ſome Diſputes, that diſunite 
Our Hearts, and diſappoint us of Delight ; 
ch that do oft turn mutual Love to Hate, 
nd in revengeful Malice terminate: 
or Love, that with the greateſt Ardour burns, 
r Brows Fill rewarded, to Averſion turns. 
Spouſe. Is the beſt Wines, if not preſerv'd with Care, 
11] ſoon become the ſharpeſt Vinegar, 
Wife. 
ms, But what muſt be the Cauſe of ſuch Diſputes, 
hat can change Lovers to ſuch angry Brutes, 
nd make them ſo revengeful and abſurd, 
ſtrive to ruin what they once ador'd ? 
ere all the vexing Diſcords to ariſe, 
hat Wedlock could produce, or Fate deviſe, 
o Malice my Aﬀections ſhould ſuppreſs, 
make me love my Dear one Jot the leſs, 


Husband, 
cay, m glad, Belinda, you are ſo reſoly'd; 
way, t you in Cares have neer been yet involv'd ; 


du' ve no Occaſions to diſturb your Reſt z 


> Provocations to inflame your Breaſt ; 
suc! | No 


(2x), 
No jealous Conſlicts to diſtract your Soul; 
No ſtubborn Spouſs your Humour to controul; 
No beauteous Rival kept beneath your Noſe; 
No ſordid Threats; no bratifh Ricks or Blows ; 
No angry, croſs- grain d Fool; no- Midnight Rake; 
No beaſtly Sot, to ſpew upon your Back; 
No Claps brought Home; no Baſtards: kept at Nurſe; : 
No ſaucy Duns, or that which till is worſe, > 
The Curſe of Curſes, an inſolvent Purſe, 


Would not theſe Plagues your female Patience move 4 


And try your boaſted Vertue, and your Love? 
But you have all Things that can pleaſe your Mind; 
A lib'ral Fortune, and a Huſband kind; 
And therefore know not what it is to fear 
The Uſage other Wives are forc'd to wear. 
Wife. 

Hardſhips, like theſe, I own might prove too great 
For feeble Woman to fuſtain their Weight. 
Had any Miſtrefs in your Heart a Share, 
I muſt confeſs I no Revenge ſhould ſpare. 
The patienr'ſt Wife alive, could never, ſure, 
A Rival in her Nuptial- Bed endure : 
Such humble Acquieſcence would proclaim — 
A Woman's Folly to her publick Shame, > 
And ſhew the Wretch ridiculanfly tame: 
Or ſhould you ſtrike me in an angry Mood, 
You may bs ſure I'd poif'n you if I cou'd. ; 
But Men, like you, of Breeding, and of R.yth, 


Can ne'er ſo fax degen rate from your Worth. 
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| (23 ) 
lows-only paſs twixt Porters and:theiv Trulls, 
here brutiſh Nage, Inſtead of Reaſbn, rules. 


Thoſe of our Rank, altho' the Cauſe be grexr, 
Should ſcorn to jur at ſuch a ſcoundrel Race. 
Al but theſe grand Abuſes, as I live, | 


could forget, nay, heartily forgive; 


But Blows and Rivals, are Affronts fo evil, 


hey'd make an Angel of a Wife turn Devil. 
Hu n. 

My dear Belinda, I am paſt my Hour; 

ſhould have been at Charing-Croſs by Four: 


our pleafanc Talk has fpury'd on Time too f; 


arewel, my Dear ; excuſe me, I'm in Haſte, 


Wife, | 


But ſtay, my Dear, I have a ſmall Requeſt. 


© great 


promis'd, Child, at ſix a Clock to go 
o Madam Sharys, to meet my Lady Los; 


Wy Lady Quickdeal, and Sir John's new Bride; 


ly Lady Patch, and ſewral more befide. 
e' ve ſet this Night apart for Play; 
ſhall have mighty Luck, I dare to ſay, 
cauſe we've been fo leving all this Day. 
it by this Kiſs, my Dear, you muſt ſupply me 


ith twenty Guineas; prithy don't deny me. 
& Purſe of Gold, at ſuch a Time, yo know 


ooks well, and makes a creditable Show. 


Husband. 


if I muſt confeſe, I was amas d to find 


linda ſo extreamly fond and kind; 


' 


( 24 ) | ; n Spite of 4 


But now the Cauſe is clear: Yet there's my Keys; They'll gr 
' Prove always ſo, and take what Gold you pleaſe, And if 501. 
I know, my Dear, a Wife would think it hard They ll pr 
DiſſembPd Goodneſs ſhould have no Reward. | 
Therefore the Man that would preſerve his Life, hu therefore 
© Free from the teazing Humours of a Wife, Whoſe Ten 
Muſt ne'er be backward, in a marry State, Pleaſe em, 1 
To purchaſe Eaſe at an expenſive Rate : If able to 


For a proud Wife kept poorly, or controul'd, 


Will ſurely prove a Harlot, or a Scold. ur all that 


Tore have 
That's turn * 
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| or buw 
Moral RzrLEx1oNs on the foregoing] 


Dialogue, 


\ S Wives have ſundry Ways to teaze, 
And put us at Defiance, 


So have they many Arts to pleaſe, 
And win us to Compliance. 


The cunning Shrew, her Point tc gain, 
Will wave her native Temper, 

And coax her Spouſe, tho* in the Main, 
She's ſill Eadem Semper. 


Some Ladies doat on Cards and Dice; 
Some Wives the Bottle drive at 

In ſhort, each Woman has her Vice 
In publick or in private, 


Mt 


(25) 


n Spite of all that Man can do, 


_ They'll gratify their Natures; 
ſe, d if you thwart what they purſue, 
| They ll prove vexatious Creatures, 


fe, pon therefore, who have vicious Wives, 
Whoſe Tempers are to lord it, 
Pleaſe 'em, to eaſe your wretched Lives, 


If able to afford it. 


or all that can, alas! be ſaid, 
Vn have but theſe two Meaſures ; 

That's turn 'em off, if very bad, 

Or huw'r em ix their Pleaſures. 


1 
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Dialogue the Fourth, 


Between a City-Termagant, and ber Mechanic 
Spouſe. . 


Wife. 
we ails the angry Sot? Poor jealous Fool; 


1 


Marry come up, indeed; what's that to you, 
Where I have been intriguing, or with who ? 
What, can't a Wife her Recreation take, 

But you muſt all this noiſy Buſtle make ? 

Muſt I be fearful, on a Sammer's Day 

To take a Walk, or ſee a harmleſs Play, 
Becauſe, forſooth, I've ſuch a jealous Sponſe, 
That thinks each Man I ſpeak to, horns his Brows? 

Husband. 
Huſly, I ſay, you. are a wanton Slut, 

To ſteal Abroad, when I my ſelf am our, 
»Tis to my Shame, you Minx, that you're ſo free 
To gad Abroad with any Man, but me. 

What, tho' he be your Couſin, tis a Crime; 


8 


Yes, I'll obey when you have Pow'r to rule. 
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(#1) 
ot bat. ſgorn to have a jealous Pate; 
et I ſay*Coulins fhould not be ſo great: 
herefore pray keep Within ybur on Houſe-doar, 
And Couſin me no Coulins any more. 


2 0 ; I know,, uu Gent, —_—_ miſtruſtful Creatures 


ö 


chanicl 


he Athiopian eaimot help his Nature. 
ut tho' your Heal be plagu d wich; this Diſeaſe, 
ſtill ſhall rake what Liberties'T pleaſe. 

Since you; your Company Abroad reſuſe; 
ho better than a Kinſman can I chuſe, 
o guard nie from the Rudeneſs of a Crew 
Fnaſty luſtful Fellow, ſuch as u 

Husa ud. 


| Why, how now, Hnfſy, you notorious Punk? 


ho is't you talk to? I believe you're drunk. 


hat do you make of me, you prating Blowze'? 


'n*r I your Lord and Maſter, and your Spouſe? 
nd ought not. I, you ſaucy; Minx, to know 


four Bus neſs ou; and whither *risyou: go 2. 


o free 


5 
Time: 


Ng. 


ie. 


{ High Time, indeed, you dhould be 1o,obey'd 5 


ye take me For pour Slave, or Servaut-Maid ? 


d you two thouſand Pounds upon the Nail, 


be my Turn- keyy and your Houſe my Jayl ? 


hd I ſuch Breeding on my Youth beſtow'd, 


> be mewidiup, and. fetter d from Abroad ? 
uſt I, behind your Gompter,. ſpend: my Life, 
at Paſſengers may view -your hand ſome Wife? 
There, 


7 


(28) 


There, like a Fool, ſit playing with my Thumbs, And by he 


To learn the Price of Sugars, and of Plumbs? A ſad Exa 
Not I indeed; I'Il not be ſo ſubdu'd, | But pray, 
But take my Pleaſure, as a Woman ſhou'd : To do the 
Dreſs, viſit, goſſip, gad where Cer I pleaſe; Es 
And if you thwart me, ſtudy how to teaze. F'r ougl 
I never wrong' d you, I can jnſtly ſay; That has t 
But if you plague me thus, perhaps I may. I'll have n 
Husband. ome hith 


Not that I 
y Neighl 
dhould but 


*Tis well you han't already ſtept aſide ; 
If not, I'm ſure you're damnably bely'd : 
Not that I think ſo ; but my Neighbours do, 
Becauſe you are ſo great with you knoxv who. 


But for the future, you ſhall find, ads nigs, Huſſy no 
III break the Neck of all your Jade's Intrigues. y Fortun 
| Wife. \nd muſt I 

Do if you can; but if I've &er done Ill, \ Fool that 
In Spite of all your Craft, PII do fo ſtill. dot I, exc 


Were I a faithleſs, or a wicked Creature, 
Threats, Words, or Blows, ſhould never make me better} Huſſy, y. 


Husband. hat ſurely 

Not that I think you mean me any Hurt: ith ev'ry! 

But ſhould I chance to catch you at the Sport, ould I hac 

You then ſhould find I'd make the Dev'l to da Fther than 

Pd not be doubly pointed at for you. Jilt, a Sly 
Wife. | 


When Woman's ſuch a Fool to let her Spouſe 
Catch her in grafring Antlers on his Brows, + 
She then deſerves to have the foul Diſgrace 
Publiſh d in ev'ry common Market- place; 


Too good 

ny who ar 
wid *Prent 
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( 29.) 
bs, And by her horn-mad Huſband, to be made 
A ſad Example for a filly Jade. 
But pray, ſuppoſe ſhe's ſuch 4 cunning Quean 
To do the Trick, 'and not be caught, what then ? 


| Hus band. 
F'r ought I know, Huſſy, you may be the Dame 
That has the Craft to fin without the Shame. 
I'll have no Couſin Court), as you call him, 
ome hither, Baggage; if he does, I'll maul him x 
Not that I'm jealous, Huſſy, but I ſcorn p 


y Neighbours here, where I was bred and born, 
Should but ſo much as think I wear the Horn, 
Wife. | 
Huſſy not me; I'll no ſuch Language bear; 
y Fortune, Sirrah, made you what you are: 
And muſt I naw love, honour, and obey p 


28. 


Fool that's ſtarted up but t' other Day? 
dot I, except it be the backward Way. 
Husband. 
me better Huſſy, you are the moſt provoking Jade 
lar ſurely ever curs'd a Marriage- Bed. SHEN 
ith ev*ry Pound, you've brought a thouſand Plains” 


Ks ould I had wedded ſome poor Wench in Rags, 
da; ither than one ſo impudently bold; 
Jilt, a Slut, damn'd lazy, and a Scold. 
. Hife. 
pouſe Too good for ſuch a croſs-grain'd, jealous Owl. 
vs .. Fay who are you, you Sugarcandy Fool? 
ce und Prentice by the Pariſh, fr ought I know, 


0 with my Fortune now you make a Show, 
A: N 46 And 


(30) 


a 
And bluſter with your Hogſheads round your Shop ? 
But, Sirrah, twas my Fortune ſet you up. 


Hrusbanud. 


"Ti falſe, you Slut; *tis to my Neighbours known, 


Ere plagu'd with you, I'd Money of my own, 


Got by my Parents juſtly, God be prais'd, 


And not by Quarts unſeal'd, as yours was rais'd, 


Short Meaſure, Huſſy, fill'd your Father's Purſe f 
That makes your Fortune come with ſuch a 5 e. 
I neer expect to thrive with what you brought, 
'Your boaſted Thouſands were ſo baſely got. 


Your Breeding too, of which you boaſt and talk, 
Aroſe from Vintner's Bar, and double Chalk. 
Wife. 


You L—e, you ſorry Knave ; that's Erglifp plain; 
ou L—e, you ſo 


*Tis known my Father was an honeſt Man. 
He fed the Poor, pay d ev'ry one his Due; 
That's more than any Man will ſay by you. 


But let her go and pane fin _ : 
Would truſt her up all Night; aud ler, oo x 
Jocund with Cuſtomers, with eee j 
And ſcorn'd to uſe a Wife, as you do me. 
Hus band. | * 

You know, you Shrew,, yu m_ ee 8 
Far'd half ſo well, as ſince you we _ y 
Dol not ev'ry Day with Dainties feed it oy 
And buy you Sattins, fitter for a Ar : * 
Don't I at Church above your Betters 


1 b and lace e? 
And keep an idle Jade to com * 


— 


Do you 
And ra; 
Ride do 
And ww: 
Yet, the 
3 AmTy 


Do I. 
And ſlay 
Harlots, 
Of Park 
As if a v 
But gad 
Yet, tho' 
Notifing 1 
Will the [ 
Do I in Q 
Do you no; 
And ſcold 
$ if vou 
Le noify.C 


For Shan 
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ye think 
hould, wh 
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Q Modeſty, 


It wasa F 
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(31) 
* 2 Do you not weekly Coach it up and down ? 
And ramble with your Couſin thro the Ton? 
R Ride down to Dulledge ? Stay a Week together! * 
aown, And wander round the Country, God knows whither? 
et, tho your Kinſman be a jolly Fellow, 
Am i' th' leaſt (as Women call it) yellow? 


. | Do I not bear with all your Frowns and Pouts ? 

e; And ſlave, to treat your Goſſips and your Sluts? 

iſe, | Harlots, Fr ought 1 know, who.are always talking 

ty Of Park and Play-houfe, Junketting and Walking? 3 
Ius if a Wife had nothing elſe to do, | 

IK, But gad Abroad to ſee I know not who! 


Yet, tho' I ſuffer this, to make you eaſy, 

Notifing that I can do, forſooth, will pleaſe ye. 
b plain; Will the beſt Meat in Leaden-Hall content ye? 

Do I in Quiet eat one Meal in twenty? 

Do you not rail before my Neighbours Faces ? 

And ſcold and wrangle in our Night-Embraces 2 


d, Ns if you lov'd to ſhew your fiery Paſlion, 
dz As noify Cars do theirs in Copulation. 
| Wife. 


For Shame, you foul- mouth'd, bavdy Beaſt, forbeat { 
4 gr fit your Wife ſuch ſmutty Stuff ſhould hear 2 

| ye think the Secrets of our Nuptial-Bed, 

ur Life Phould, when we're up, our common Chat be made 2, 
7 Wife. Such Talk as yours, were not a Woman bent 


o Modeſty, would make her impudent, 

— Hrusband, : 2500S 
* It was a Fault, indeed; I bluſh for shame; | 
e xcuſe me, Honey, I was much to blame. 


| Ga 7); x: 2 


(32) 

Pwas Paſſion made me fooliſh, by my Life 3 
{I know I ſhould not talk ſo to a Wife. 
Prithee forgive me; Bawdy I abhor.,; 

What I have ſaid, I vow I'm ſorny for. 
Come, let's be Friends; what ſignities-our wrangling? 
Prithee, my Dear, let's lay aſide our Jangling. 

Wife. | 

Be quiet, Foolifh.: How indecent this is? 

Flatter not me with your diſſembling Kiſſes. 
Prithee, be modeſt: Is the Devil in ye? 

I hate to humour ſuch a jealous Ninny. 

You're always ſcolding, like an ill-hred Clown; 
Or elſe as fond as. if twas Honey-Moon. 

| Husband, 

We Men, my Dear, who love to whet our Splcen, 
Only fall out, in order to fall in. | 
As Judges oft diſſemble ſtern Behaviour, 

And threaten hardeſt, when they mean moſt Favour. 


Moral REFLExX1oNs on the foregoing 


Dialogue. 


7 HE Fool that weds a Shrew, becauſe 


Her Tongue is tipt with Silver, 
Deſerves the Puniſhment he has, 
What ever be his Ill-Fare. 


He 


He's brib 
T# tru, 
And tn i; 
To all, 


I Steperior | 


A Rigi 


| And he tl 


Sharia 


om ft de 


Poor wo 


That they 
Variety 


He I herefo 
At Man 
Ong hit, for 
lth? , 


For when t 


A Fool | 


He ought t 


A Cyphe 


| (.33'): 
He's brib'd by a tormenting Hife, 
To truckle to her Failings 3 _ 
And tn innre his wretched Life 
Jing? To all her noiſy Railings. 


Sr perior Fortunes always claim 
A Right of Domination ; 
And he that weds the wealthy Dame, 
Shanld wink at each Tranſgreſſion. 


BY. Hiw oft do Golden Ladies buy ; 
5 Poor worthleſs Fools for Covers, 
That they the better may enjoy 
spleen, Variety of Lovers? 
He qherefore, who does only aim 
bug ht, for her Gold, to hide her Shame, 
11215102 Alths ſhe's ne er fo common. 


Nr when the beauteous Dame ſhall yoke. . 
A Fool beneath her Fortune, 

He ought to think himſelf a Cloak, 

A Cypher, and a Curtin. 


zregoing 
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D1ialoGUE the Fifth, 


Between the happy Parr, concerning the Com- 
forts of mutual Fidelity, and the innocent 


Pleaſures of a retir d Life. | 


Husband. 

OW bleſfs'd, dear Chloe, is this ſweet Receſs? , 
H How happy does our Love make ev'ry Place? 
The charming Beauties which your Looks diſplay, 
Make all Things pleaſant, innocent, and gay. 
Thus ſeated, we, without Offence, may boaſt 
That bliſsful State our ſinful Parents loſt. 


Oh ! tk 
our faith 
hen nig 
Does only 
Nut I muſ 
Of thoſe v 
\nd have 
Thoſe kin 
owever, 


Wife. \nd ſtill : 
Your kind Deportment, my indulgent Dear, That wha) 
Your Love, Fidelity, and tender Care, Tade up i 
Fill me with Joy, your Manſion-houſe with Peace, | 
And make the World to me ſeem Paradiſe ; _ Such kir 
Where no Diſorders reach my quiet Breaſt, R grateful 
Or anxious Sorrows interrupt my Reſt Had you ne 
But all Things to my Happineſs conſpire, $-xpreſs'd 1 
And leave me nothing farther to deſire, would bt 
For ſince your Love is ſo divinely true, \nd make 


The Gods have giv'n me all, in giving you. 
ee 5 Husband, 


(35) 
Hus band. 
What ſavage Fury muſt poſſeſs my Mind, 
5 To make me otherwiſe than juſt and kind, 
Since all the Vertnes that adorn the Fair, 
Meet in your pious Breaſt, and center there; 
- IV hilt your external Charms, and lovely Mein, 
Proclaim thoſe Heav*nly Gifts that lodge within; 
And ev'ry Hour your loving Looks convey 
New Bleflings to my Soul ſome ſecret Way? 
Com- Wife. 
nocent Oh! that I had but Beauty to reward 
our faithful Love, and generous Regard ; 
hen might I merit that Eſteem, which now 
eſs? Does only ſrom your native Goodneſs flow. 
place? ut I muſt own, I have too great a Share 


play, Of thoſe weak Failings that affect the Fair ; 
. And have not Charms ſufficient: to re pay 
K Thoſe kind Endearments I receive each Day. 
owever, Deareſt, T'l1 obedient prove, 
And ſtill abound in Duty and in Love; 
ir, hat what I want in outward Gifts, may be 


lade up in Vertue and Humility. 
Peace, Husband. 
Such kind Angelick Words, my Dear, would move 
\ grateful Breaſt to an Exceſs of Love. 
ad you no Charms, but Eloquence alone, 
xpreſs d in ſuch a ſoft and gentle Tone, 
would be enough to win a Heart like mine, 
\nd make me glad to be entirely thine, 

C 4 But, 


1 
Hus band. 


(36) 
But, Chloe, you beſides are young and fair, 
And good as the immortal Angels are 


Adorn'd with all the Riches of the Mind, 
That any Wife can boaſt, or Huſband wiſh to find. 
Wife. 

Oh ! that I could for ever but enjoy 
So bleſs'd a Life, which Death will once deſtroy ! 
Why ſhould my Love be puniſh'd with the Fear 
Of ever parting with a Spouſe ſo dear ? 
Oh ! why ſhould the ſevere Decrees of Fate 
Put a dark Period to our happy State ? 
And leave the ſad Surviver to bemoan 
A Life ſo wretched, when the other's gone, 
That can admit no Comfort or Relief, 
- To eaſe our Groans, or moderate our Grief ? 

Husband, | 

*Tis hard, my Chloe; but the Gods are kind, 
And for the Juſt have future Joys deſign'd; 
That Lovers, when they part, may eaſe their Pain, 
By pleaſing Hopes of meeting once again. 
Death's but a peaceful Slumber in the Grave; 
When we awake, we endleſs Life ſhall have; 
And on eternal Wings, from thence ariſe 
Beyond the Limits of yon duſky Skies; 
There dwell in Friendſhip with the Gods above, 
And be for ever bleſs'd in Peace and Love. 

Wife. 

"Tis a great Comfort to my Soul, that we 

Can be aſſur d we ſhall for ever be. 


Humble, obedient, generous, and kind, 
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37 
For what could more diſturb our happy State, 

Than the diſtracting Fears, that Joys ſo great, 5 
Should, in eternal Silence, terminate? 5 
Hus band. 

Theſe Thoughts, my charming Chloe, ſeem too grave : 
For a young Bride in all her Bloom to have, . 


Futurity's a Myſtery too great 


For Female Wit to fathom or debate. 
Such Things we to our wiſer Guides ſhould leave, 
Leſt our weak Reaſon ſhould our Selves deceive. . 7 
Let us believe thoſe Wonders we are taught; 
Strive to be juſt in Action; and in 2 5 
Be careful to ſupport our Innocence; 
Give neither to the Gods or Man Offence. 
Purſue theſe Meaſures, hoping to be bleſt, V, 
And to kind Providence reſign the reſt, > 
Who wiſely orders all Things for the beſt. 

Wife. | 

Your friendly Dictates are of greateſt Force; 

What you command me, I obey in Courſe : 
I'm taught alone by what you ſay and do; 
And hope I need no other Guide but you. 
Your kind Examples are a tempting Road — 
To Vertue, Piety, and all that's good, 
Therefore, my Dear, I cannot fear to ſtray, 


"Whilſt 820 conduct me thro' fo ſafe a Wey. 


Husband. 
Since, my dear Chloe, you * on x ey 
I thall the more exact and upright be: 


C0 Tos. 
br * 


038) 


For who would from the Paths of Vertue fly, Leſt Fer 
To lead ſueh charming Innocence awry ? And rer 
hat Man would, by the brighteſt Looks, be led - So that 
From the juſt Pleaſures of his Nuptial-Bed, May ſho 
Who has fo true a Friend, ſo kind a Wife, For the 
To crown. the Comforts of a vertuous Life? As the ] 
What Sot would your fweet Company decline, vet both 
To ſcorch his Nerves with an Exceſs of Wine; Tho” one 
And ſtagger into ſuch delightful Arms, "HP 
Thoughtlefs of Love, and ſenſleſs of your Charms? Hut, L. 
There belching lie, of Vigor diſpoſſeſt, Shines t! 
Slighting thoſe Joys he has no Pow'r to taſte. All othe 
Thus the ſick Appetite diſdains the Food And, if | 
As nauſeous, which-the Healthful find is good. Its own | 
Uſage, like this, might Female Thoughts confound, And thro 
And make the ſtricteſt Vertue quit her Ground, Therefore 
Bur you, I hope, dear Chloe, are aſſur'd, In each k 
That you from all ſuch Dangers are ſecur'd : Your Loo 
For I have coo much Senſe of your Deſert, _ I The gen'. 


So that 't 
To make 
For in yo 
IThoſe Dui 


Too juſt a Gonſcieneqy and too kind a Heart, 
To fuffer you, the Comfort of my Breaſt, 

A Wife ſo charming, ſo di vinely bleſt,, | 
To feel the Torments of nnmanly Strife, _ 
Or lead an injur'd, or neglected Life; | 
For I have Senſe, and Gratitude, to know _. p | 


You ma 
hat in m 

Oh! that 
IAnd raiſe 
hen ſhou 
Deſerving 


The Nuptial Bleflings we expect below, 
Muſt from true Love agg mutual Vertue flow. 
* Ai d Wife, wy "TM 1 
You * * your Goodneſs ev'ry Moment known J 


I fear not yours, but rather doubt my own, 10 
eſt 


* 
Leſt Female Weakneſs ſpoils my good Intent, 
And renders that amiſs, which well is meant; 
Isos that my Love, which glows to an Extream, 
May ſhort of yours, thro Indiſcretion, ſeem. 
For the rough Diamond cannot ſhine ſo bright 
As the Jem poliſh'd to a ſkilful Height; 
vet both may equal Eſtimation bear, 
Tho? one with greater Luſtre does appear. 
Husband. | 
ms? JF But, Love, that Jewel which adorns the Heart, - 
$ Shines the moſt bright without the Help of Art; 
All other Wealth in Value it exceeds ; 
J And, if it's true, it no Improvement needs; 
Its own intrinſick Worth it will diſplay, 
found, And thro the Eyes, like Light'ning, make its Ways 
Therefore, dear Chloe, I your Love can view 
In each kind Thing you either ſay or do. 
Your Looks alone ſufficiently impart 
The gen'rous Ardor. that inflames your Heart; 
So that tis I muſt ſuramon all my Pow'rs, 
To make my Friendſhip adequate to yours; 
For in your Heav'nly Nature I diſcern 
IThoſe Duties others muſt be forc'd to learn, 
| Wife. 
\ 1 You make me happy in your kind Conceit, 


hat in my Breaſt ſach Love and Vertue meet. 
Oh! that I could but be as free from Fau'ts, | 
3 And raiſe my Merit equal to your Thoughts? 
own 3 ! hen ſhould I hope ſo rich a Heart might prove | 


Deſerving your ineſtimable Love. 
| e But 


ene 
Put I, alas ! can boaſt no Charms to pleaſe 
No Arts to palliate my Infirmities; 
I have no ſtudy'd Smiles t' improve my Air; 
No ſkilful Means to make my Looks more fair; 
But muſt at beſt diſcover that I am 
Arural, home-ſpun, tho' an honeſt Dame, 
Who nothing but her Vertue has to boaſt, 
And can but prove a loving Wife at moſt. 
Husband, 

Your native Sweetneſs I alone admire, 
And your Efteem is all that I deſire. 
Beſides the Offsprings of our Nuptial-Bed, 
To bleſs the future World when we are dead ; 
For amongſt all that Heav'n has in Store, 
No kind Donation could I wiſh for more, 
Than that the Fruits of ſo divine a Tree 
Might ſpread and flouriſh to Eternity, 
That diſtant Ages ſtill ro.come, might read 
Thy noble Vertues in our gen'rous Seed. 

hy Wife. 

| I hope, my Dear, ſince *tis your earneſt Choice, 
That Heav*n, in Time, will crown our Nuptial Joys: 
Few Moons, as yet, have paſs'd that happy Day, 
On which I vow'd to honour and obey. : 
My tender Years may ſtill with Patience wait; 
Pm unexperienc'd in a marry'd State; 
And therefore know not but the Gods above 
May have already crown'd our mutual Love. 


Hus ba dy | 
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(41) 
Husband. 
I wiſh it ſo may prove; with what Delight 
ould I behold fo promiſing a Sight? 
\ Wife ſo beauteous, pregnant in her Bloom ; 
\ Female Angel with a fruitful Womb. 
ay Nature's Pow'rs the darling Bud increaſe, 
And the kind Gods the happy Fetus bleſs, _ 
That I may live to tremble at thy Crys, | 


ity thoſe Pains that do thy Nerves ſurprize, 
And pray good Heav'n toturn thy Sorrows into oy 
Wife. 
The Pangs of Child-birch, doubtleſs muſt be great, 
Tedious the Moments, and ſevere the Fate; 
But yet, methinks I could with Patieni#bear 4 
The ſharpeſt Suff rings, to oblige my Dear: 
hat is't T could not do? What Hazards run, 
To raiſe your Image in a ſprightly Son? 
That your own Likeneſs, full of infant Charms, 
Might bleſs your Eyes, and my indulging Arms. 
Husband, 
hoice, How happy, deareſt Chloe, ſhould we be, 
zl Joys: To ſee a fair Angelick Progeny, 
iy, Sporting aronnd us, free of all Offence, 
ike Cherubs in a State of Innocence? 
Some wearing on their Brows your beauteous Smiles, 
hat their ſweet Looks may bleſs their Father $Toils; 
Others appearing of a courſer Mold, 
ike me, more active, maſculine, and bold; 
hat you each Hour in Miniature may view 
y Image, and your fading Love renew. 


Hausbau 
Wife, 


I 


42: 
-'* Wife. 
No Time, my dear Philander, can impair ,,. Ly R 


The high Eſteem I for your Vertues bear; 5 
Th' Impreſſion is too ſtrong, my Love too great, 
For Age or Envy to obliterate. 


I neer ſhall want ſuch Bleſſings to revive ſ 7 HE | 
Thoſe vertnous Flames, that will for ever live ; Ado! 
Vet ſhould I think my ſelf divinely bleſt, weetens all 
To hug your Image at my tender Breaſt, End leaves 
That thoſe Indearments I ſhould fondly. ſhew 
To my ſweet Babe, altho' by Nature due, * elick Peac 
Might manifeſt the Love I bear to you. U eftima 
Has band. | ns ev ry | 
I doubt not, Chloe, but the Gods will bleſs | ith inexpr 
Our Nuptial Comforts with deſu'd Succels. . 
Let us with Patience wait the happy Time; aring Smi 


For to preſcribe to Heav*n, would be a Crime. ive Comfo 
The Sun's juſt ſet, and tho' the Ev'ning's warm, 

I fear the falling Damps ſhould do us Harm : 

Unwholſome Vapours may infe& the Air; 

Let's quit the Bor, and to the Houſe repair; 

Sup with Content, to Bed when we have done, 

Where all the Joys of Life are ſumm'd in one. 

Wife. 

I'm free to all that i is your Will, to do, 

Your prudent Meaſures gladly I purſue, 

For I am only happy in obeying you. 
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Vee oY REFLEXtONS on the foregoing 
eat). | Dialogue, 2 


7 7 HERE mitual Love twiæ Man and Wife 
ve; Adorns a marry'd Station, 
| weetens all the Cares of Life, 
nd leaves no Room for Paſſion. 


Ny 
pelick Peace, that Heav'nly Dow'r. 
hat eftimable Treaſure, 
ons ev'ry happy Day and Hour 
1 ith inexpreſſive Pleaſure. 
© 3 aring Smiles, and loving Words, 
ne. ive Comfort to each other; 
Warm N ev'ry kind Embrace, affords 
* ew Cauſes of another, — -- 
r Oh Minute blooms with freſh Delight, 
0 hat ripens to a Bleſſing ; 
le. 


Love unweary' d, crowns the Night 


ith Joys beyond expreſſing. 


| with Content reciprocal, 

hey eaſe each other's Labours : 

do they live belov'd of all, 

Aud bonour'd by their Neighbours, 


Whi „ 
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I 


Whilſt jarring Fools in Diſcord dwell, . 
That tis a Shame to hear em; 
And prove as noiſy as Bow-Bell, 
To all that live but near em. 
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ASSASSINS 


— — 


DRC eee eee 


Drar ou the Sixth, 


tween a young Libertine, and an old cant- 
ing rich Widow, he bad marryd for her 
_— 


Husband. 
| YRithee, old Granny, hold thy jarring Tongue; 
Tho' you are old and toothleſs, I am young. 
Il not my Ears with Noiſe, or Breaſt with Cares, 
mind thy Brandy-Bottel, and thy Pray'rs. 
That, tho' I've warm'd thee in my Nuptial Sheets, 
nd thaw'd thy frozen Limbs with joyful Heats, 
[uſt I not therefore to the Tavern ſtir, 
it thus be teaz d with ſo much Chum and Chir? 
or bear your preaching, with your Cant have done; 
re, Mother Wife, you take me.for your Son. 
Wife. 
I only do what ev'ry Woman ſhou'd. 
dviſe a wicked Huſband for his Good. 
0 you not ev'ry Day ſwear, game, and drink ? 


hat will become of your poor Soul, d' ye think? * 


% 


(46) 


Do you not keep a Strumpet young and fair, 
In better Dreſs than I preſume to wear? 
Treat the lewd Slut, and Coach the Trull about, 5 
Whilft'T, alas! am glad to walk on Foot ? 
Am I not forc'd to go to Church alone, 
Neglected by my Spouſe, as if Id none? 
Whilſt you, per haps, the holy Sabbath waſte 
In the vile Arms of ſome laſci vious Beaſt, 
O fie! my Dear, what can you think will prove 
The fad Event of ſuch unlawful Love? 
Body and Soul muſt for your Pleaſure pay; 
And when you've ſquander'd your Eſtate” away, 
The gaudy Snakes you have ſo oft embrac'd, 
Who help you to expend your Wealth ſo faſt, 
Will roam ph o'er your fad Decay at laſt, 

Husband. | 

Such Doctrine from a Prieft; is well enough; 

But from a Wife, tis very nauſeous Stuff. | 
What Man would mind the moſt authentick Truth nnot kiſ: 
Spoke by a Magpy, or a Parrot's Mouth? w Cheeks, 
Kind am'rous Lectures, from a Wife that's young, Wcan I hug 
Delight the Ear, and well become her Tongue; WKFvither'd : 
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But fuck long Sermons, and Reproofs as theſe, ir Pains a 
From an old Hag, are a confounded Teaze; an't be te 
Such rev'rend Speeches, from a grizly Jade, erefore, 1 
Fitter for Witchcraft, than a Nuptial-Bed, . young as 
Can ne'er be pleaſant to an airy Spouſe, . Sins are 


Too young for barren Joys, aud wrinkl'd Brows. hich, in 5 


Wi 


(47) 
Wife. 

ool that TI was ! Oh! curſe the fatal Hour, 
which I gave my Bags into your Pow'r ! 

at fawning Proteſtations could you make, 
d Vows, to keep what now each Hour you break? 
1 you not ſwear, that I ſhould always find 
te IF r Words reſpectful, and your Actions kind? 
now, alas! your Flatt'ries have obtain'd 
uſeful Wealth, my Perſon is diſdain'd ; 


| prove | | 
Age deſpis'd, my Nuptial Hopes buffoon'd : 
Love butlaugh'd at, and my Fortune ruin'd; 
way, d, becauſe deſtitute of youthful Charms, 
, eful my Bed, and nauſeous are wy Arms. 
t, |  Husband. 


aith, Madam, if you'd know the real Truth, 
Pn't join Lips with ſuch, a toothleſs Mouth ; 
ugh; ich, like Pandora's Box, affords ſuch Fumes, _ 
at ſmell of Death, and ſtink of rotten Gums. 
k Truth Wnnot kiſs when you have done your Pray'rs, 
ir Cheeks, made clammy by repenting Tears: 
young, can I hug, when I have heard your Groans, 
gue; Writher'd Skinful of ſuch monldy Bones. p 
eſe, ir Pains and Aches fright me from your Arms. 
| an't be tempted, where there are no Charms. 
erefore, ſince you would be ſo vain, to buy 
young a Spouſe, when you were palt the Joy, 
Sins are chargeable on your ſweet Tooth, | 
Brows. Which, in your Age, had ſuch a Luſt to Laut: K | 
75 ä or 
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For who can, in his Prime and Vigour, wed 
A wither'd Relict, toothleſs and decay'd, 
And nor, for Beauty's Sake, defile his Marriage-Bed? 
| Wife. 

Oh! wicked Man! why would you then approv 
A Woman for your Wife, you could not love ? 
If Age, that's deſtitute of Female Charms, 
Be ſo obnoxious to your younger Arms, 
My Failings could not from your Eyes be hid. 
The Faults you find, you in my Looks might read, 
Before your Flatt*ries brought me to agree 
To give you Title to my Wealth, and me. 
Why then would you ſo ill a Match purſue, 
To make me wretched, and your ſelf ſo too ? 
If you foreſaw my fading Years would prove 
So great an Antidote to Nuptial Love, 
Why would you put on Nature ſuch a Force, 
As join to Age for better and for worſe ? 
Therefore, ſince you, who knew me to be old, 
With all my Faults, would wed me for my Gold, 
Tis barb'rous now to ſhght me, and deſpiſe 
My Age, for my foreſeen Infirmities. 
Since I, to make you happy, have reſign'd 
My Wealth, you ought in Conſcience to be kind; 
And not to waſte that Riches which I brought, 
On common Sluts, moſt ſcandalouſly naught ; 
For ſince I gave you what you ſpend on them, 
The Donor ought-to ſhare in your Eſteem ; 
Becauſe, conſider, Wretch, that tis my Gold 


Helps you to-youngerFleſh, tho' I am old. 
| Husba 
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(49) 
4 Husband. 
ed Tis true, your Age and Money are the Cauſe 
at I ſo oft tranſgreſs the Marriage-Laws: 
who can bury'd lie in wither'd Arms, 
at wants no Wealth to purchaſe youthful Charms? 
you, with rev'rend Furrows on your Brows, 
uld hazard all, to wed a ſtrenuous Spouſe, 
v can you think that I ſhould be content? 
vho am youthful, and to Pleaſures bent, 
aid. waſte my Days, and fool away my Nights, 
ht read, Wh a dry Skeliton, paſt Love's Delights? | 
rozen Age, i' th' Winter of Decay, 
a young Mare would fling her Wealth away, 
| y how can ſuch a Wife, with Juſtice, blame 


02 outhful Huſband, when he does the ſame ? 

ve if Love's Appetite will prove ſo ſtrong 
aged Veins, who have enjoy'd it long, 

* II may the Briſk and Youthful run aſtray, 
ce old decrepid Letchers ſhew the Way. 

old, | Wife. 

Gold, en always frame a plauſible Excuſe 

ſe lawleſs Freedoms they are, prone to uſe, 


> Wicked their Evaſions never want; 
> Villain labours to be thought a Saint; | 
kind; Wl if detected, ſlighly caſts the Blame 
Sht, others, that himſelf may ſhun the Shame. 
ht; dſe who the worſt of Villanies purſue, 
n plead Neceſſity for what they do; 
ev'ry common Proſtitute pretends 


ſins for Want of Money, or of Friends; 
* | When 
Husa 


(50) 
When *tis alone their Luſt, for Want of Grace, 
That ſpurs them forward to be lewd and baſe. 
So you would make my barren Age the Cauſe * 
Why you offend, and break good Heaven's Laws ; 


14 


When your own ſinful Appetite miſlead | 


Your wav ring Heart to wrong your Marriage-Bed, 


Husband. 

Prithee, old Woman, hold thy teazing Tongue; 
Thou'rt ancient, and forgets that I am young. 
Would you remember, when with Beauty arm'd, 
How evw'ry Lover's Kiſs your Fancy warm'd; 
How briſk and gay, how frolickſome you were, 
When youthful, pleaſant, forward, kind, and fai 
What ſubtil Arts you've us'd to win a Spark; 


And how you've wiſh'd to meet him in the Dark; 


How cloſe you kiſs d; what Pleaſures you have ſto 
And what ſtrange Things he did to charm your $0 
How you firſt nibbPd at the tempting Hook, 

In Spite of all the Care your Mother took ; 

How you thought this the ſweeteſt Man alive : 


Yet would next Day ſome new Intrigue contrive; 


What Vows, with Reſervations, you have made; 
How many you have lov'd ; 


You run thro', to accompliſh your Intrigues; 
What plauſible Excufes you wotild coin, 
To cheat the Fool, and manage your Deſign. 


" 0 


what Fools betray d: 
How oft you wrong'd your Huſband | in your Youth 
What Lies you rold, yet ſwore. that they were Tru 
What Stratagems you form'd; what ſtrange Fatigud 
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uld you but recollect ſuch Things as theſe, 
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7 d think on all your own Enormities,, * 
fe, 
ay 1 would not then ſo great a Wonder-make 
fe N 
N all thoſe youthful Liberties I take; 
aws; 2 
„ ay, my Dear, Iown it is no more, 
Red. En I my ſelf, when young, have done 8 
ge- Be "TH I fe. : 6 
| Dh! wicked Man, to harbour ſuch a time i Li 
Tongue; 
at, do you think, I in my Vouth was naught 2 
1 | 1 AUgUT . 
. 1 e! my Dear, ſuch Cenſure only ſhews 
LIN 
42 4 > wicked Muſe of others, as they u ule, EP 
Is Husband. 
were, 
Prithee, I know you're made of Female Mala, 
and fal 
K wrous when young, and penitent when old; 
g ere fore T'll leave you to your Pray'rs and AY 
ie Dark; 
5 R Recreations for your rev'rend Years, _ 
ave ſto Ln pA. 201 
18" I from Tavern muſt to Tavern ſtrole, 
our So 
4 | ere ſparkling Wine reviv es the drooping Soul; 
Oo ” 
, | Boon-Companions o'er the Bottel meet, 
7 chear the Heart, and exerciſe their Wit. 
ive; 


Prefore, old Grannum, let us thus agree; 
ontrive; | 


drink for yon, and you mall pray for me. 5 
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(52) 
Wealth cannot ballance the Delights 

Of Bacchus, and of Venus; 
When Beauty — or Wine invites, 
Our Vrtue ſprinks within us. 


Old Mothers, with their bug-bear Tales, 


May make their Daughters tremble ; 
Yet Nature, when they're ripe, prevails, 
And then the Sluts diſſemble. 


All their external modeſt Shews 
Of Piety and Vertue, 

Are but the cunning Ways they uſe 
(My am rous Friend) to court yon. 


Nor can the Letcher, old and dry, 
That weds a youthful Beauty, 
By Money, Padlock, Bolt, or Spy, 

Oblige her to her Duty. 


What crazy Hag can then expect 
A young Man ſuch a Bubble, 


That he ſhonld Beauty's Charms neglect, 


To gratify old Stubble ? 
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. ee ee d 


5 


W 


Dratoovs the Seventh, 


J Between the forgiving Huſband, and the peni- 
tent Adultreſs. 


Husband. 
Y dear Lavinia, once the only Joy 

| Of my kind Soul, and Charmer of in FIG 
aſe of my Cares, and Pleaſure of my Bed, 

n whom alone I once was happy made; 

he Object of my Love, the only She 

'hoſe Welfare was my chief Felicity: 
ut now, alas! thy Beauties are declin d, 
hich, undefiPd, with ſo much Luſtre ſhin'd ; 
nd all thoſe ſweet Angelick Graces loſt, | 
hich none but faithful Innocence can boaſt. | 

Oh ! how could ſuch-a heav*nly Face and Mein, 
human Flatt'ries, be ſeduc'd to ſin! 
1d with Man's luſtful Rhetorick be charm'd, 
d fall a Victim, when ſo well fore-arm'd! | 

1d in one Moment, deſtitute of Grace, 

ain with Diſhonour ſo divine a Face? 
But, Oh! by ſad Experience now I find 
ir Looks are no true Index of the Mind; 


D | And 


({ 54) | 
And that ſoft Beauty we To much adore, It's true 
Tho' with ſuch. tempting Graces: 'varniſh'd o'er, - 7 May m 


Does oft, like luſcious Fruits, prove rotten at the Core. Nor car 
a Wife, © They're 

»”. a Ther efo 

Forgive me, Dear, and eaſe a Wretch: 8. Pain, 7 | 

Thou beſt of Huſbands, and the beſt of Men, ain 
Oh! let my Tears and Penitenee atone f aid 
For the ſad IIIs T have fo raſhly done. Spare 
Pity the Sorrovrs of a ſinful Breaſt, 1 


Loaded with Grief too great tobe expreſt. 

*Tis true, I have been faithleſs and 1 unkind, 

Deaf to good Counſel, to my Duty blind, 
Perverſe, unruly, to my Ruin prone, . = 
Forget ful of your Honour, and my own = - 

But, could unfeign'd Repentance re-obtain _ 
Your Nuptial:Love, and waſh away my Stain, 
From this ſad Hour I would my Life renew, 
Abhor my Guilt, in Pray'rs devoutly true, 


ay be a 
Detected 

'Tis F av. 
here fore 


on Iy be 
And that 


our Pity 


*Tis tru 

Implore the Mercy of good Heavin. and you, obeain 
.Husband. bortow's « 

Oh! that frail Woman ſhould ſuch Charms pollefh, here Ref 
Unarm'd with Vertue, and uncrown'd with Grace; Net Show”: 
And that ſuch Beauty ſhould be left to ſtray, tonemen 
For want of Prudence, to conſult the Way; hoſe ſad 
But harder ſtill, that injur'd Man ſhould bear \s long as 
Part of the Shame, who'as in the Guilt no Share. duch-monſ 
How then, Lavinia, can your Spouſe forgive, de yond Fo 


Who for your Pleaſures, does ſuch Pains receive? 'ho then c 
Your Crime's too black, and bears too deep a Dye, 'bich Tix 
Tov bad for injur'd Man to paſs it by. 


It 


(55) b 
It's true, the Goodneſs which the Gods extend, 
May meet your Pray'rs; their Mercy knows no End. 
| > Nor can our Failings interrupt their Eaſe ; 
y They're not diſturb'd with our Eiiacmities. 
Therefore, when Mortals da their Sins repefit, 
„ EHeavn may forgive what human Nature can't. 
Should I capitulate at ſuch a Time, 
FT would ſwell my Guilt, and aggravate my Crimes 
offenders, when they're caſt, and Mercy need, 
ay be allow d to pray, but not to plead. 
Detected Guilt will no Diſputes admit. 
'Tis Favour to be ſuffer*d'to intreat. 
herefore, ſince all Excuſe muſt be forborn, 
only beg you' Il give me Leave to mourn ; | 
And that my humble Sighs and Tears may move 
Ng .': our bs tho' I've forfeited your Love. 
Husba nd. 

Tis true, the Guilty have no other Way 
o obtain Mercy, but to weep and pray. 
Sorrow's the beſt Return that can be pay d, 
here Reſtitution is not to be made: 
Let Show'rs of Tears, alas! are but a ſmall 
tonement for a Crime ſo capital, | 
hoſe {ad Effects the injur'd Breaſt muſt feel 


18. poſſeſs 
Grace; 


ar \s long as Mem'ry can ſurvive the III. | 
Share. Wuch-mouſtrous Crimes whole Families torment, | 
ive, Beyond Forgiveneſs of the Penitent, - , 

eive.?. ho then can pardon an Offence ſo great, 

a Dye, 


'bich Time cannot repair, or Man forget ? 
D 2 An 


(56) 
An ignominious Blot, that ſtains ſo home, 
*Twill blacken Generations ſtill to come; h 
Make your own Children, when they chance to hear, P! who ca 
Their Mother's Failings grate upon their Ear; Death is le 
Diſſol ve their Duty, doubt their lawful Birth, 
And curſe the vicious Womb that brought em forth. What Pe 


What Huſband then can ſmother an Offence ? {ow Guilt 
Attended with ſuch dreadful Conſequence d | on know, 
Hife. for has yo 


cannot h 
at ſtill mi 
own, La) 
o eaſe tha 
ould I for 
ut Crimes 


oh! baſe and wretched Woman that I am, 
Moſt juſtly doom'd to Miſery and Shame; 
Nor can I call you cruel or unkind, 
Since I've deſerv'd worſe Uſage than I find. 
Oh ! that I could but reach ſome lonely Place, 
Where I might ever hide my bluſhing Face ; 


Or to ſome unfrequented Deſart run, 1 the mol 
Untrod by Man, ungilded by the Sun ; ad, like t 
There be compell'd for ever to reſide 

With Brutes leſs ſavage than a faithleſs Bride. My dear: 
For what baſe Wife, tho' ſhe has ſtain'd her Charms$vld you © 
Can bear Excluſion from her Huſband's Arms, y Love, 


10uld ſhew 
hat by m) 
he odieus 


And live unpityd, flighted, and contemn'd, 
By her beſt Lover, and her ſureſt Friend? 
Oh! lend your Sword, that I may eaſe my Breaſt, 


And ſend my poor diſtracted Soul to reſt, riorm my 
That at one Thruſt I may my Grief remove, hat not or 
And pierce that Heart which has betray'd your Love that we | 
Tho' my own Ills my Happineſs have croft, Pur Goodn 
Yet thrown from you, 1 am entirely loſt. chaſt P 
| 8 4 OhMFPur peacefi 

ws the det 


all make 1 


(610 


ho nen 1 wbo can live 2 poor diſcarded Wife? 


* . . 


- 
5 


Death is leſs Terror, than ſo baſe 4 Life. 8 
Hus band. 


forth. What Pow'r has faithleſs Beauty in war Tears d 


ö 


jow Guilt withdraws, when Penitence appears? 
on know, Lavinia, once I lov'd you well; 
Tor has your Crimes yet chang'd my Heart to Steel 
cannot hear you ſo much Grief expreſs, 
ut ſtill muſt pity your Unhappineſs, 
own, Lavinia, I'm a little mov'd 
o eaſe that Heart I once ſo dearly lov' d. 
ould I forget, methinks I could forgive ; 
ut Crimes like yours, will ſtill unbury'd live; 
the moſt patient Boſom knawing lie, 
nd, like the Worm of Couſcience, never die. 
Wife. 
My deareſt Huſband, Oh! thou God-like Man, 


Charms Huld you one Thought of Pardon entertain, 


y Love, Obedience, and my pious Life, 


as 

15 10uld ſhew I was become ſo good a Wife, 
hat by my future Penatence, I'd blaſt 

ny Breaſt, he odious Mem'ry of my Follies paſt ; 
rform my Duty with ſuch humble Care, 

© hat not one Action of my Life ſhould err; 

our Loves that we both ſhould bleſs the happy Time 


1 3-8 
3 


pur Goodneſs pardon'd, Oh! my hated Crime; 
y chaſt Deportment, ſhould in Time — 


oll hour peaceful Breaſt, that I have never ſtray d. 


us the deep Senſe of my Misfortunes paſt, 


all make me always kind, and always chaſt. : 


(00 
But if your Heart be harden'd, and your Ears 
Are deaf to my repenting Cries and Tears ; 
If fo ſevere, Oh! miſerable me! 
I'm pt and muſt for ever wretched be. 
£ Husband. | 1 

Such heav” ty penis and fuck a Flood 
Of falling Tears, are not to be withſtood : 
Such penitential Drops of liquid Jems, 
More rich than Pearl on Princes Diadems, 
Muſt bribe a Soul ſo lenitive as mine, bc 
And make my Heart more ſorrowful than think, 
My dear Lavinia, you have charm'd my Breaſt, 
Forc'd me to yield to ev'ry ſoft Requeſt 5 
The Vows that flow from your melodious Tongue, 
Compel me to forgive the greateſt Wrong, 
Who can ſuch kind and mouraful Accents hear 
From ſo much Beauty, and be ſtill ſevere? 
What dire Revenge upon the worſt Offence, 
Is able to withſtand ſuch Penitence ? | 
Tho thy paſt Liberties deſerve my Scorn, 


oy I cannot without Pity hear thee mourn, | 
From the Ground arife. 


I muſt forgive the. 
Comfort thy Breaſt, and dry thy flowing Eyes ; 
And let the future Conduct of thy Life B 
Shew thee 'a thankful and obedient Wife : 
For Crimes repeated after Pardon given, 
Veſerve from Man no Mercy, or EI Heavy” n. 
e 49 
Oh! beſt of Huſbands ! be for ever bleſt. 
May my paſt Fol), y ne er diſturb your Breaſt ; 
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(59) 
gut from this Time remain a cancel! q Blot, 
Unthought of as the Child that's unbegot. 
Oh! how ſhall I reward your gen'rous Mind, 
To Patience, *Love, and Mercy, thus inclin'd? 
By what kind Meafures ſhall I ſtrive to ſnewy 
The Gratitude to ſo much Goodneſs due? 
Oh ! help me, Heaven, to improve my Charms; 
That I each Night may doubly bleſs his Arms, 
And yield him ſuch Enjoyments when embrac'd, 
That human Nature ne'er before could taſte. 
May I that kind and lovely Creature be, 
That: with his Wiſhes may the beſt agree; 
Always obliging, diligent, and meek ; 
And may my Words be Muſick when I f peak, 
That L may charm his Soul with new Delights, 
And make his Days as Happy as- his Night. 

My deareſt Huſband,” you ſhall find me prove 

A faithful Blefling to your future Love - 
An humble Wife, whoſe Vertues ſhall atone 
For all the Wrongs my fooliſh Youth has done, 
No Pow'r on Earth ſhall tempt one Thought awry j. 
The Wiles of Men and Devils 1'1] defy, * 
And on your Love for evermore rely, 

Husband. 

Like your ſweet Looks, your Promiſes are | Fai; - 
But {till ſuch Charms as your's muſt have a Care; 
Depend not on your Strength, tis Grace alone 
Muſt guard you, if attack'd, from being won. 
Woman, by Nature, ſubject is to change, 

Too eas'ly tempted, and inclin'd to range; 
D 4 Therefore 


( 60) 


Without, no Vertue can it ſelf defend. 
The Gods alone muſt. guard you from the Fate 
That does ſo oft on Female Beauty waite. 
Implore their Aid, your Follies paſt lament, 
And TIl forgive and love, tho' I repent : 
For how can Man, that ſeeks Revenge below, 
Of Heav'n aſk Mercy, if he none will ſhow ? 
Wife. 

Oh! pious Man! how greatly am I bleſs d, 
To hear ſuch Love and Lenity expreſs d, 
When the baſe Wrongs, which now I truly mourn, 
Deſerve no leſs than Infamy and Scorn ? 
Had your Reſentments your Compaſſion ſour'd, 
And your Revenge your Vertues over-power'd, 
How wretched had I been involv'd in all 
The Mis'ries that could curſe a Woman's Fall? 
But fince, Oh! gen'rous Suff* rer, thou haſt ſav'd 
A ſinful Wife, polluted and deprav'd, 
With all Abhorrence I my Crimes abjure, 
And date my happy Life from this good Hour; 
©, Will, for the future, Vertue's Paths purſue, 
And prove for ever juſt to Heay'n and you. 

Husband. 


Tho- your unhappy Crimes my Love have croſt, 


*Tis pity ſo much Beauty ſhould be loſt. 
I muſt be kind to thy repenting Charms, 
And hug my dear Lavinia in my Arms, 
All that I now can aſk, is, that you'll prove 
Futurely faithful, to reward my Love; 


Therefore, by humble Pray'rs, make Heav'n your Friend, 


Therefore 
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661) 

Therefore be good and juſt, that 1 may ſee 

Forgiveneſs mends beyond Severity. TS IM 

Wife, . 8 

The gen'rous Pity you have thus beſtow'd, 

Inſpires my humble Soul with all that's good. 

After ſuch Mercy, I can ne er offend 

So kind a Huſband, and ſo true a Friend; 

But ſhall my Thoughts and Actions, ſtrictly bind 

To Vertue's happy Rules, that you ſhall find 

Your Pardon, to the Comfort of our Lives, 

Has made a worthleſs Wretch, the beſt of Wives. 


rd icici; erated 


Moral REFLEXIoNs on the foregoing 
Dialogue, 


H“, happy is that God - lite Man, 
Who can forgive Offences, 

And wink at ſuch an odious Stain, 
That ſtartles human Senſes 2 


The nuptial Busche of the Fair, 

Tho nothing grows more common, | 
Net is it hard ſor Man to bear 

Such Uſage from 4 Woman. : 


85 D 5 Adidtery:s: 


(62) 
Adultery ! the very Name 
Is hateful to the Guilty ds. „ | 
The wanton Dame is ftabb'd with Shame, | 
When Cer ſhe's thought fo filthy. * + 


hen once detected in 4 Wife, 8 
It proves the Bane of Medlock; 

And ſhe that loves it, ought for * 
To wear a prblick Padlock : : 


MTS Betwee: 
But if 2 turns from Bad to Good, : | ur 
And mends ber ill Behaviour, ut o 


*Tis hard repenting Beauty ſhou'd 
Be caft away for ever, 


Therefore, when Wives their Weakneſs m, 
- Paſs not too harſh a Sentence, 
zut pardon Wrongs upon their due 


Subwiſſon and Repentance. 
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Driaiocue | the Eighth, , 


Between an old amorous Knight, and a young 
Strumpet be was drawn in to marry, juſt come 


out of Yorkſhire, to taks aView of the Town. 


Husband. 


we. now, my Dear, I think we've ſpent 
A Week in Love and Merriment; | 


Ina few Days well een ſet forward 
Our tedious Journey-to the Norward, 
To view your Lands, and take Poſſeſſion 
of your Eſtate and Habitation ; | 
And if I find the Place is airy 
And healthful, we'll refolveto tarrx; 
New furbiſh up the ancient Hall, 
And ſettle there for good and all: 
You ſay there's Hunting, Fiſhing, Fowling; : 
And a rare ſpacious Green for Bowling, 
Hare, Partridge, every ſort of Game - 
About your Grounds, that I can name. 
By your Account, it needs muſt be 
A Seat of wondrous Pleafantry:. b 
LOGUE A * One 


C — * 
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One Thing indeed I can't approve, 
But that J eas ly can remove; 

Which is, the Rook ry that's about it, 
I own F'd rather be without it; 

1 hate their hoarſe ill-boding Voice, 
And eannot bear their eroaking Noiſe, 
But wake when they begin to chatter, 


And yawn and ſtretch the whole Day aten 


Cad). 

If nothing but the Rooks diſpleaſe ye, 
They re ſoon deſtroy d, to make you eaſy. 
I wiſh, my Dear, that you may find 
The Houſe and Gardens ſute your Mind 
And that its lonely Situation 
May juſtly claim your Approbation : 
But, truly, I am apt to fear, ; 
When you fee how it is, and where, 
You'll think your Quality too great 
For ſuch a Manſion and Eſtate, 

Becauſe it has been farm'd by two. 

Or three of meaner Rank you: 

1 therefore fear voni Il not confent 

T inhabit fuch a Tenement, 

That has, for Years, to the Diſhonour 

of me that am the rightful Owner, 

Been occupy d for little Rent, 

Ry Perſons of a low Deſcent. 
Husband. 

Dear Madam, my intire Affection 
For you, will conquer that Otjeclien; 
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ſhan't deſpiſe your Manſion-Houſe, 


auſe farm'd by Roger and Joan Dont 
t is enough for me to loye 1t, . 
hat you were born there, and approve it. 
e muſt not with Contempt look down 
dn Earth, cauſe trodden by the Clown; 
rown on the fruitful Vale or Plain, 
Becauſe frequented by the Swain; 
Ir ſcorn the rich and dirty Field, 
hat's by the ſweaty Peaſant till'd. 
o, no, if I but like the Seat, 
\nd find it for our Dwelling fit, 
ſhall not ſcruple or complain qn't, 
Becauſe a Clown has been the Tenant : 
o me, that ſhall not make it odious, 
n Caſe I find it but commodious. 
erhaps it may be ald and tatter'd, 
Vith ſtormy Winds and Weather batter'd ; 
he Stable-Yards been us'd to hold 
Dung-heaps, which Farmers call their Gold; 
et all ſuch Filth may be remoy d, | 
nd the Houſe furbiſh'd and improv'd z 
und if too ſmall, be made more large, 
Tho' I muſt own 'twill be a Charge; 
But ſhall not value what L ſpend, 
To ſuch a ſatisfact ry End, 
f all will but oblige my Dear, 
and make her eaſy when ſhe's there 
or who that's bleſs'd with ſuch a Creature, 
50 kind, fo young, ſo fair of Feature, 


Would 


(65) 
Would not do any Thing to ſhew* 

His Love to ſuch a Bride as you? 

Lady. 

| You're very kind, I muſt allow; 

Would you be always as you're now 3 © 

But Time will change your Inclination, 

And make, I fear, much Alteration 

For Beauty, once a Lover's own, 

Becomes inſipid, when ſhe's known, 

And all her ſoft obliging Charms 

Grow ſtale and rancid in his Arms. 

I fear your I ove, that ſeems ſo great, 
Is nor for me, but my Eſtate, . 

Fat Acres and full Bags, engage 
The moſt, in this nngen'rous Age; 

And ſhe that has them in her Pow'r, 

May have new Courtiers ev'ry Hour: 

So he that's rich, and can defend 

Himſelf, ſhall never want a Friend - 

But if Misfortunes bring him low, 
His Friends will be no longer ſo. 

Had I without a Fortune been, 

And my Deſcent obſcure and mean, 
Yet made the very ſelf- ſame Figure, 
In Dreſs, in Beauty, Vouth, and Vigour, 

I fancy then you'd ſcarce have thought me 
Worthy o' th Bed to which you've brought me : 
For had your Bride had no Command 5 
Of mouldy Bags and dirty Land, 
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or all her Charms, you'd not have lik'd her; 
Twas the gilt Frame ſer off the Picture. | 
o when the Croud behold the State 

1d pompous Grandeur of the Great; 

Tis not their Perſons that they mind, 
ut the long Train that come behind; 

hus think our Quality's Tranſcendance | 
s not in them, but their Attendance, ' © 

; Hus band. | 

But for your Charms, my Dear, I love you; 
our Beauty made me firſt approve you; 
Twas not your Riches, but your Face; 
onr Acres, but each charming Grace, * 
hat did alone my Soul bewitch, 
und rais'd my Flame to ſuch a pitch. 
m no ſuch Muckworm in my Nature, 
o prefer Wealth to fuch a Creature: 
vow I did not doat upon xe 
or your black Furlongs, or your Money ; . 

he Gifts that dwell in ev'ry Part, 
nchanted my admiring Heart : 
lo Bleſſing but your ſelf I wanted, 
nd thoſe dear Favours you have granted, 
lad you been Fortuneleſs, my Flame, 
m certain, muſt have” been the ſame ; © 
d ſtill paid Homage to your Beauty, 
or could I have been bleſt without Ve. | 
ch lovely Charms as you poſſeſs,// O12 
e of themſelves 2 Happinebs ;;: 


? 
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Such Eyes no other Fortune need, 

+ Thoſe Looks the brighteſt Gold exceed. 
But ſince your Stars, their Love to ſhew, 
Have giv'n you Wealth and Beauty too, 
And Iam made, by your kind Choice, 
The Partner of ſuch double Joys ; 
Riches with Beauty, I agree, 

Still heightens the Felicity ; 

Tho' had you not a Groat, I own 

I had been bleſs'd in you alone ; 

For Love, like Madneſs, many grant, 
Ne'er feels the Smart of Cold or Want, 
But will, if juſt, the noble Flame, 

Like Gold refin'd, be ſtill the ſame. 
Lady. 


Then you are ſure you ſhould have lov'd, 


In Caſe I had no Heireſs prov'd ; | 
And that alone my Perſon won ye, 
And not my Acres or my Money. 

I muſt confeſs, could I be certain 


You lov'd my Charms above my Fortune, ; 


Such real uncorrupt Affection 

Would give me wond'rous Satisfaction; 
For I am apt to think moſt Men 
That marry, have an Eye on Gain, 

And that, among your Sex, tis common 
T' admire the Bags above the Woman. 
Tis therefore difficult for me | 

To think your Generoſity 
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great, to've taken to your Arms 
Country Pamſel for her Charms, 
d you not been aſſur d before 
ed a large Fortune in her Pow'r ; 
Beauty without Bags, we find 
u Men of Wiſdom ſeldom mind; ) 
ien Gold will make the dowdy Laſt, 
thout the leaſt Objection, paſs. 
. Husbard. 
I vow and ſwear, my only Dear, 
oſe Charms that in your Looks appear 
ur pleaſant Air, your modeſt Mein, 
Pur Prudence in each Action ſeen, 
ur Converſation, that's ſo witty, 
ur ev'ry Thing ſo ſweet and pretty, 
e Bleſſings that engage my Heart; 
ur Fortune is the meaneſt Part: 
carce have ſpent one Thought about it, 
ave enough, my Dear, without it, 
d ſhould have lov'd you, tho? you'd been 
1happy, fortuneleſs, and mean; 
d for your Beauty, would have made ye 
Bride, my only Dear, my Lady. 
Lady. 
I'm highly happy, that I find 
dur Heart ſo generouſly kind, 
d that your Love would be as great, 
I'd no Portion or Eſtate, | 


Husband. 
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HFusband. 
All one, my Jewel, I profeſs 
Nothing could make me love you lefs; 
My faithful Paſſion is not founded 


Upon your Wealth, but nobly grounded, 


And will be laſting; you ſhall re, 
In ſpite of all Adverſity. 
No ſullen Clouds, that can ariſe, 
Shall darken or eclipſe our Joys : 
My Love its nuptial Courſe ſhall run, 
And prove as conſtant as the Sun; 
Be laſting, juſt, and always free 
From cold Neglect and Jealouſy. 
| Lady). 

You promiſe very fair, my Dear; 
Yet I, alas! am apt to fear, 
If my Eſtate ſhould chance to prove 


A Shadow, twould ſubvert your Love, 


And make my Deareſt look awry 
Upon me with an evil Eye; 

For difappointed Lovers change 
Affection oft into Revenge. | 


So he that weds, and thinks he marries 


A mighty Fortune, and 'miſcarries, 
He does his Bride, tho' fair, deſpiſe, | 
Becauſe no wealth y Bags ariſe, | 
Hus hand. 
But this no Parallel can be 
To th' preſent Caſe twixt you and me, 
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know your Fortune's out of Doubt; 3 
our Lands admit of no Diſpute: 
have no Reaſon to diſtruſt | 
our Title, for I'm ſure tis juſt ; „ | 
ave all the Deeds that bear Relation 
o your Eſtate, in my Poſſeſſion : 
it were your Charms without that Worth 
our Writings plainly do ſet forth, 
et ſtill, my deareſt Duck, my! Lamb, 
d be as loving as Iam; 
our Beauty would alone prevail 
ich me, in Caſe your Lands ſhould fail : 
ut I'm well ſatisfy'd no Harm 
an lurk in ſuch a heav'nly Form; 
our Angel's Face convinces me 
ou are what you bretendt to be; wy 
ut ſhould your Wealth A fiction prove, 
our Charms would fill preſerve my LEV, 
Nach. 
1 m glad to hear it; for I vow 
Il that I'm worth,'s about me now. 
Five me, my Dear, one kind Embrace, 
nd you my whole Eſtate poſſeſs. 
Vith folded Arms; you may, God mapped; # | 
y Lands and Tenements incloſe : OM 
have no Bags of hoarded Gold ; 
o Sums of tarniſh'd Coin untold ; 
Jo fruitful Grounds to pleaſe your Sight, 
But what you plough d the Jag, ww 1 5 


0) 
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No Manſion-houſe or Farm, beſide, 
But you've already occupy'd 3 
No coſtly Garden for your Pleaſure, 
But what your ſelf may ſow at Leiſure : : 
I have no Wealth but what you ſee 5 
You have my whole Eſtate in me. 
Husband. 

III ſwear you are a merry Lady, 
You banter well, whoever bred ve; 
1 find you only want to try 
My Temper and Sincerity; 
And whether that my Love's as true 
As I've averr'd it is to you, 
You may jeſt on, but {till ſhall find 
Your Frolick cannot change my Mind: 
I have a greater Paſſion for ye, 
Than to give Ear to ſuch a Story: 
You may uſe twenty Whims like theſe, 
And try me farther, if you pleaſe 3 


But all your Wit won't damp my Flame; 


You'll ever find my Love the ſme. 
Lady: 

I'm glad with all my Heart, to hear 
Your Kindneſs is ſo great, my Dear, 
That what ſoe'er I chance to prove, 
*T'will no Ways diſoblige your Love: 
But really I'd not have you flatter 
Your ſelf with what's to come herea'ter ; 
For here's my All, and, to be plain, 
Your farther Hopes are but in vain, 
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he whole of my poor narrow Fortune, 
ill lie within the nuptial Curtain; 
ou've had it all, I do proteſt, | 

Between the Slicers,- and you know beſt 5 ä 
he Worth of what you have poſſeſt. | 
Believe me, Sir; for, by my Life, 

You've nothing with me, but a Wife; 

'm therefore glad to hear my Charms 

\lone have won you to my Axis; 

and that your Love will ſtill be ſtead 75 
ho' diſappointed by your Lady. | 
eauty alone deſerves the Favour, 

and true Eſteem of thoſe that have her: 

She's a ſweet Bleſſing of her (elf, | 

Tho' ſhe can boaſt no Bags of Pelf; 
hat's a ſmall Fault; a Man of Honour 

Will ſcorn to look the worſe upon her. 

Husband. A, 
How can your Tongue ſuch Stories tell ? 

ll ſwear you humotir't mighty well. 

You do't as prettily, my Dear, 

if bred up in Theatre, | 

nough to make my Hopes give Way, 

And my ſelf credit what you ſay ; 

gut that, alas! I know you better, 

And am aſſur'd you're no ſuch Creature. 

You may jeſt on; but you forget - 

ve got the Needs of yohr Eſtate „ ' 

ve all your Writings, I am Cafe, © 

Four Banter only makes me laugh. 


Beſides, 


9 74 
Beſides, I've had, from ſeveral Hands, 

A good Account of all your Lands; 
Know ev'ry Tittle of your Fortune, 
What's doubtful, and what's truly certain: 
Therefore I'm far from being frighted 
With what you tell me, but delighted 
To think what pretty Tales you make, 


What Wit you ſhew, what Pains you take, 


To try your Huſband and your Lover, 
In Hopes to cunningly diſcover, .. 
Which is moſt welcome to his Arms, 
Your Fortune, or your youthful Charm : 
But I aſſure you ſtill the latter 
Is the dear Bleſſing I ſought a'ter 3 
Tho' a good Dowry, I confeſs, + 
Adds ſomething to the Happineſs, 
Becauſe the richer ſtill we be, 
The more ſecure from Poverty, 

Lady. 

Dream as you pleaſe of Golden Joys, 
And think you've made a wealthy Choice; 
But, as I live, at laſt you'll find 
Hour Hopes all vaniſh into Wind; 

For all thoſe Writings you have ſeen, 
Were only forg'd to draw you in; 
And, in Reality, relate 73 
To nothing but a feign'd Eſtate 3 
Fat Acres floating in the Air, 


And — Sums, the Lord knows where”; . 
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Manſion lin'd with coſtly .Goods, 


Nzailt only in the miſty Clouds; 


ich Farms and Tenements, that lie 
1 remote Corners of the Skx, 
o far behind. the Light, I doubt, 
/amſteed himſelf can't find em out: 
\nd this, by, all the Charms of Youth 
nd Beauty, I aver for Truth; 
therefore beg you'll not deceive 
four ſelf, but what I ſay, believe, 
Aud not depend on idle Fancies, 
or all my Writings are Romances, 
ontriv*d by cunning Heads, to gain me 
\ Huſband able to maintain me; 
\nd ſince twas your unhappy Lot 
o be the Gudgeon to be caught, 
humbly beg you.to be eaſy ; 
or if my Perſon will not pleaſe ye, 
have no Lands to mend the Matter, 
Nor Bags to make your Bargain better. 
his is the Caſe moſt juſtly ſtated; 
And ev'ry Tittle I've related, 
$ Truth, I ſwear upon my Knees; 
o now deal with me as you pleaſe. 
Husband. 
I am amaz'd! And can there be 
| o beautiful a Snake as thee? 
Pn! Jilt ! am I at laſt out-witted, 
trad, impos'd upon, 1 cheated ! 


Tempted 
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Tempted to take a wicked, frail, 
Alluring Serpent by the Tail, 

And hug the Vermin'that has bir 

The loving Hand that cheriſh'd it ? 
How could your liſt'uing treach'rous Ear 
My Love with ſeeming Pleaſure hear; 
And your baſe Tongue conceal the while 
The Drift of all your crafty Guile ? 

Had you had Gratitude or Honour, 

You'd told me your Condition ſooner ; 
And made me ſenſible before : 
Our Marriage, of your windy Dow'r, 
And not have put this Trick upon me. 
Why, Huſſy, you have quite undone me. 
My Eſtate's mortgag'd, I aver it, 

And with your Fortune hop'd to clear it ; 
But now, inſtead of that, I'm worſe 

By wedding ſuch a Female Curſe, 

That has more Coney-ſkin than Purſe ; | 
Nor are your felf, you wicked Creature, | 
By your Decelt, a Jot the better. 

| Lady. 

Yes, I'm a Lady, by your Favour ; 
That's ſomething I have gain'd, however : 
But had I been what you ſuppos'd, 

I find J had been finely noos'd 

To an old ſurfeited Debauch, 

A beggar'd Knight withont a Coach ; 
A Fumbler with a dipt Eſtate ! 

I vow and ſwear à hopeful Mate 
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For a rich Heireſs, full of Charms, 

To chuſe into her youthful Arms. 

No, had I been that happy She, 

Your Wor{hip took me firſt to be, | 

You ſhould have been no Match for me. 
But where's your mighty Love, my Dear? 

Your am'rous Paſſion cools, I fear; 

Your everlaſting Kindnefs now 

Seems wither'd like a Winter's Bough. 

One ſudden unexpected Puff 

Has blown your Flame into a Snuff, 

Extinguiſh'd that robuſt Deſire, 

And caus'd that never-cooling Fire, 

That whiz'd of late like mounting Rocket, 

To burn like Candle in the Socket. 

Husband. 

Fly from me, Fezabel, to eaſe me, 

And now you've chous'd me, do not teaſe me. 

What mortal Man can love a Jade, 

A Jilt, by whom he's thus betray'd ; 

A German Princeſs, and, no Doubt, 

A Slut, an errand Whore to boot, 

Whoſe luſt ful mercenary Tail is 

The caſt-off Curſe of Pimps and Baylies? 

And I, forſooth, muſt prove the Fool, 

Mark'd out to honour ſuch a Trull ; 

And tho? you've been debas'd already 

By. hundreds, muſt be call'd my Lady ! 
You Strumpet, get you from my Sight, 

I bate you as an Owl the Light. 

You teaſing, prating Spawn of Evil; 

You chnning;: pretty Toad ; you Devil; 

You cheating Minx, I'll never own ye; 

I'll have no Wife that has no Money. 

You're ſome Bawd's Daughter, or as bad; 

Eluzzy, you've made me raving mad, 

More frantick than a dancing Bear 

My Reaſon's flown I know not where, 


„ 
' Get thee, I ſay, from out my Reach, 

Or I ſhall ſcratch thee for a Witch: 

Fm by your Sorcery enchanted, 
Hag-ridden, plagu'd, tormented, haunted ; 
And ſhall, unleſs you fly the Place, 

Spir Pins and Needles in thy Face. 

Lady. 
Well ſaid, my Dear, I'm now aſſur'd 

You've a great Value for your Word, 

And that my Beauty was the Bait 

That tempted more than my Eſtate, 

Oh! what a Paſſion you have for me! 
How much you love me, and adore me! 
Tho diſappointed of the Rents 

Of my fat Lands and Tenements, 

And find my Fortune 1s ſo ſmall, 

That your own Hand may cover't all, 

Yet how your am'rous Flame continues 

To chear your Heart, and warm your Sinews ! 
What due Reſpect ! how much good Nature 
You ſhew to your dear charming Creature! 
Your pretty Phubs, your Duck, your Jewel, 
Whoſe powerful Charms, had ſhe been cruel,, 
Had kill'd you with their Darts out-right, 
And martyr'd her enamour'd Knight. 

Poor Gentleman! had I not lov'd, 

How fatal muſt my Scarn have prov'd ? 
But what coy Dame could. take upon her 

To flight ſo brave a Man of Honour, 

And with a croſs diſdainful Fron, 

Doom him to ſtab, to hang, or drown,. 
When his pure Love was fo refin'd, 
His Tongue ſo true, his Heart ſo kind, 
That he defpis'd ignoble Droſs, 

And valu'd nothing but the Laſs ; 

For her ſweet Temper, and her Beauty, 


And ſomething elſe above the Shoe-Tie? 
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Huband. 
Oh! Impudence, to thus upbraid me, 
When your vile Cunning has betray'd me! 
What wanton Sorc'reſs have I wedded ? 


Some Shop- lift, full of Tricks and Wiles, 
Perhaps bred up in ſweet St. Giles; 

Or ſome expert Town-trading Quane, 
Begot and nurs'd in Water-Lane, 

Who has, for Years, along the Side 

Of Ho/born-Ditch and Fleet-Street ply'd ;, 
Pl] ſwear a very yr A Bride t: 

A modeſt pretty Lady, truly, 


Juſt piping-hot, perhaps, from Stews ; 
As fine a Match as Man would chuſe! 
What a ſweet Bargain have I got! 
And may be pox'd, as like as not ! 

Oh ! you confounded common Wirth, 
If 'twan'*t for Shame, I'd call xou B 
Muſt I, by your lewd Tail, be brought 
To Flannel-Shirt, and Spitting-Pot? 
Be gone, I ſay, or I ſhall thumb 

Your Trollilols, and foot your Bum; 
Bid my Man turn you out of Door; 


And, Slut, if &er you own me more, 


Fil cry aloud, A Whare, a Whore. 
Lady. 

Indeed, Sir Samuel, if you do, 

Fl cry out Cuckold, Cuckold roo, 

However, ſince your Spleen's ſo high, 

Fll quit your Room till by and by, 


And give your Paſſion Time to cool, 
That Reaſon may again bear Rule, 

But ſtill remember Im your Wife, 

And muſt and will be ſo for Life; 

For Law can do no ks than right her, 
Who'as done no mare than bit the Biter. 


What Beggar hugg'd? What Strumpet bedded ? 


Kick'd from the Arms of ſome Town-Bully,. 
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Moral REFLExX10Ns, on the foregoing 


Dialogue. 


+4 
+ 4 


E that his own. Defecls will hide 

From a rich Mifreſs, to deceive her, 
If be's out-witted by bis Bride, 
He ought in Reaſon to. forgive her. 


If an old fumbling Fool will wed | 
A handſome Laſs, that's brisk and young, 
And ſhe defies her nuptial Bed, 1 
The Cuc Rod og ht to hold his Tongue, 


For had the Dotard prudent been, 
And well conſider d his Decay, 
He might have eaſily foreſeen 
His Horus before the Wedding-Day. 


So be who knows his own Eftate 
Deep mort gag dj; and himſelf undone, 

And thints a Womait's Fortune great, 

Who, in her Cuiſtience, knows ſhe as none e 


And he, to win the cunning Dame, 
_ Pretends to be the Lord knows what, 
And ſhe ſets up to be the ſame, 

When marry d, tis but Tit for Tas, 


The Man's commended now-a-days, 

That wins 4 Dame, and does out- wit her; 
1 think fhe merits equal Praiſe, 

That has the Wit to bite the Biter.. 


FINTS. 


